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A  PREFACE 
Not  an  Introduction 

On  a  night  in  August,  1890,  I  entered  the  Grand 
Opera  House  in  Paris  to  hear  Gounod's  Faust,  with- 
out knowing  the  names  of  the  persons  in  the  cast.  As 
I  was  talking  with  my  travelling  companion  before  the 
overture  began,  a  bearded  gentleman  in  the  seat  di- 
rectly in  front  of  mine  turned  around  and  greeted  me 
affectionately.  It  was  Doctor  Win  f red  R.  Martin, 
now  with  God,  but  then  the  most  learned  man  I  had 
ever  known.  He  was  my  teacher  in  Virgil  in  the 
Hartford  Public  High  School,  but  had  resigned  this 
position  in  order  to  study  Sanscrit  at  Tubingen.  He 
was  afterwards  Professor  of  Oriental  and  Modern 
Languages  at  Trinity  College,  Hartford,  and  his  ex- 
traordinary erudition  was  matched  by  an  unerring  taste 
in  the  fine  arts.  On  this  occasion  he  said,  "You  are 
in  great  luck  to-night,  for  a  young  American  girl,  who 
has  taken  Paris  by  storm,  is  to  sing  Marguerite.  Her 
name  is  Emma  Eames,  and  she  comes  from  Maine." 

Indeed  I  was  lucky.  Emma  Eames  had  not  sung 
three  bars  before  it  was  evident  that  she  had  the  finest 
soprano  voice  I  had  ever  heard.  Furthermore,  the 
part  of  Mephistopheles  was  taken  on  that  memorable 
evening  by  Pol  Plangon,  who  was  later  to  delight  two 
continents  with  his  glorious  singing  and  impressive  act- 
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ing.  To  see  and  hear,  quite  unheralded  and  unex- 
pected, the  finest  prima  donna  of  the  'nineties,  together 
with  one  of  the  greatest  bass  singers  of  modern  times, 
was  certainly  an  unforgettable  experience. 

Emma  Eames  is  my  favourite  prima  donna,  and  I 
have  heard  all  the  best  ones  since  the  'eighties.  The 
last  decade  of  the  nineteenth  century  will,  I  think,  be 
forever  celebrated  for  its  unparalleled  constellation  of 
operatic  stars  of  the  first  magnitude.  Lehmann,  Ter- 
nina,  Sembrich,  Nordica,  Fremstadt,  Walker,  Calve, 
among  the  sopranos;  and  of  men  singers  there  were 
the  incomparable  Jean  and  Edouard  De  Reszke,  Plan- 
con,  Lassalle,  Maurel,  and  many  others.  Maurice  Grau 
was  quite  right  in  advertising  his  operas  with  an  "ideal 
cast,"  for  if  in  the  next  world  the  angels  sing  as  well 
as  the  leading  men  and  women  sang  at  the  Metropolitan 
Opera  House  during  the  'nineties,  I  shall  be  satisfied. 

Now  the  reason  that  I  place  Emma  Eames  first  in 
this  magnificent  group  of  sopranos  is  because  she  "had 
everything."  She  had  a  noble  physique,  ravishing 
beauty  of  face  and  expression,  and  a  voice  of  appar- 
ently unlimited  power  and  freshness.  I  liked  her  best 
as  Marguerite  and  as  Elsa,  where  the  simplicity  and 
austerity  inherited  from  a  long  line  of  Puritan  ances- 
tors gave  her  a  serene  and  statuesque  splendour  that 
I  could  not  forget  if  I  tried. 

I  am  very  glad  that  she  has  been  persuaded  to  write 
her  reminiscences ;  because  she  is  not  vox  et  prceterea 
nihil,  but  a  charming  woman  with  a  particularly  well- 
furnished  and  interesting  mind.     On  a  solid  founda- 
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tion  of  Yankee  ancestry  and  training,  she  placed  a 
superstructure  of  French  education  and  accomplish- 
ment. I  do  not  know  any  one  who  is  so  perfectly  at 
home  both  in  Parisian  society  and  in  Maine  villages. 
The  story  of  her  life  would  be  compellingly  instructive 
if  she  had  never  become  famous;  for  she  has  a  Con- 
tinental brain  and  an  American  heart. 

William  Lyon  Phelps. 
Yale  University. 
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GREAT  fixity  of  purpose,  absolute  ab- 
-  sorption  in  the  task  in  hand,  and  a 
complete  obsession  concerning  the 
duty  to  be  accomplished,  have  been  the  funda- 
mental laws  governing*  my  career  and  life. 
Brought  up  as  I  was  in  the  most  Puritanical 
surroundings  and  nourished  on  Bible  texts  that 
were  impressed  upon  me  by  my  grandmother 
as  being  absolute  working  possibilities,  my 
creed  became:  "Whatsoever  thy  hand  findeth 
to  do,  do  it  with  all  thy  might" — the  unyield- 
ing command  of  that  grim  old  preacher,  Eccle- 
siastes. 

Even  when  I  was  a  child  my  grandmother's 
stern  tutelage  bore  its  fruit.  When  I  was 
about  ten,  a  small  friend  of  mine  came  to  visit 
her  aunt  in  Portland,  Maine,  which  was  then 
my  home,  and  it  followed  naturally  that  we 
often  played  together.  One  day,  to  keep  us 
quiet,  her  cousin,  a  beautiful  girl  in  the  early 
twenties,  gave  us  each  a  churn  and  some  cream, 
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explaining  to  us  that  by  using  the  dasher 
diligently  we  could  bring  butter.  My  small 
friend,  who,  by  the  way,  is  now  my  sister-in- 
law  and  relates  the  story,  soon  became  bored 
and  abandoned  her  churn,  but  I  stayed  with 
mine,  pounding  that  dasher  up  and  down  until 
my  arms  and  legs  and  small  back  were  one  hot 
ache,  and — the  butter  came. 

In  after  life  that  fixity  of  purpose  carried  me 
through  much  that  would  otherwise  have  van- 
quished me. 

I  was  born  in  Shanghai,  China,  on  the  thir- 
teenth of  August,  1865,  the  exact  hour  of  my 
birth  bringing  me  under  the  conjunction  of 
Venus  and  Herschel,  and  dooming  me,  accord- 
ing to  all  the  soothsayers,  to  great  distur- 
bances and  violent  happenings  in  all  my  per- 
sonal life.  Both  parents  were  Americans,  of 
Scotch  and  English  descent  with  a  strain  of 
Huguenot.  My  mother  was  a  great  beauty, 
greatly  gifted.  She  came  of  a  musical  family, 
all  the  members  of  which  sang;  which  is  un- 
doubtedly why  singing  was  as  natural  a  func- 
tion with  me  as  any  other. 

In  the  early  sixties  my  father,  a  graduate  of 
the  Harvard  Law  School,  was  practicing  law 
in  Boston  when  he  received  a  most  advanta- 
geous offer  to  go  to  Shanghai.     He  accepted, 
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married  my  mother  in  1862,  and  with  her  began 
the  journey  that  was  to  take  them  across  the 
Isthmus  of  Panama  to  the  Pacific,  where  they 
embarked  on  the  famous  clipper  ship,  Flying 
Cloud. 

In  due  time  they  arrived  at  their  destination 
and  were  only  too  happy  to  set  foot  on  the  solid 
streets  of  Shanghai  after  their  strenuous  jour- 
ney. And  here  it  was  that  my  brother,  Hay- 
den,  was  born  on  December  19,  1863;  and 
about  eighteen  months  later  I  came  into  the 
world  in  our  home  on  the  Bubbling  Well  Road 
that  leads  to  the  Rain  God's  temple. 

We  lived  in  a  typical  Chinese  bungalow  of 
the  type  that  had  been  adapted  to  European 
needs.  It  was  set  well  back  from  the  road  and 
approached  by  a  winding  driveway.  There 
was  a  large  bed  of  flowers  just  in  front  of  the 
house,  which  contained  many  very  sweet- 
scented  Chinese  and  Japanese  lilies.  Their 
heavy  perfume  is  still  fragrant  in  my  memory. 
The  foundations  of  stone  upon  which  the  house 
was  built  contained  openings  shaped  like  key- 
holes which  were  most  Chinese  in  character. 
I  can  see  them  yet,  chiefly,  I  presume,  because 
we  children  were  most  sternly  forbidden  to 
crawl  through  them  and  under  the  house 
where,   no  doubt,   there   were   scorpions   and 
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other  reptilian  dangers,  and  my  attention  was 
thus  emphatically  called  to  their  quaint  con- 
tours. 

A  flight  of  steps  led  up  to  a  veranda  which 
encircled  the  entire  house.  A  large  hall  divided 
this  domicile  into  two  parts.  On  the  right  were 
our  nursery,  bedroom  and  bathroom,  the  latter 
with  great  green  porcelain  tubs.  These  tubs 
my  brother  and  I  diverted  to  our  own  pecu- 
liar purposes,  for  our  nurse  used  to  make  for 
us  the  most  delicious  rose  cakes  by  placing  the 
petals  of  the  sweet-smelling  Chinese  Rosa  Ru- 
gosa  with  a  little  sugar  between  sheets  of 
clean  paper  and  pressing  them  under  these 
great  baths. 

Next  to  our  bathroom  were  the  dressing- 
room,  bathroom  and  bedroom  of  my  mother 
and  father. 

On  the  left  of  the  great  hall  was  a  large 
drawing-room  opening  through  wide  doors 
into  a  dining  room  of  formidable  size.  Then, 
beyond  a  tiny  passage  running  at  right  angles 
to  the  hall,  was  the  butler's  pantry.  From  a 
corner  of  the  veranda  another  flight  of  steps 
led  to  a  low-ceilinged  building  containing  an 
immense  kitchen  and  the  servants'  quarters. 
At  right  angles  to  this  building  were  the 
stables. 
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Then,  turning  one's  back  to  the  rear  of  the 
house  one  had,  on  the  right,  a  rose  garden  and 
mound  with  an  arbor  covered  with  rose  vines. 
Here  it  was  that  I  first  caught  the  delightful 
odor  of  willow  twigs  burning,  a  pungent  fra- 
grance that  always  brings  back  China  to  me. 
Behind  the  rose  garden  was  a  grove  of  beau- 
tiful old  bamboos  with  a  stream  running 
through  it,  on  which  lotus  grew.  My  nurse 
used  to  pick  out  the  lotus  seeds  and  give 
them  to  us  to  eat.  They  are  supposed  to  assure 
one's  return  to  the  place  where  they  are  eaten 
— in  my  case,  alas!  an  assurance  not  realized. 

My  Chinese  nurse  was  a  small  or  lily-foot 
woman  of  the  better  caste.  She  was  more  to 
me  than  the  usual  mother  would  have  been  or 
could  have  been  who  had  any  other  responsi- 
bilities. She  was  sweet  and  gentle,  kind  and 
withal  filled  with  the  humor  of  life.  My 
mother  says  she  often  heard  her  chuckling  over 
me  in  the  next  room,  saying,  "Too  muchee 
funnee  chilo."  The  whole  day  long  she  would 
play  with  me  and  with  my  brother,  who  had 
outgrown  the  amah  or  nurse  of  his  babyhood, 
and  would  watch  over  us  at  night. 

The  first  sensation  of  fear  that  I  can  re- 
member involved  this  nurse.  I  awakened  sud- 
denly one  evening  to  see  the  grotesque  shadow 

S 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

of  her  cap  and  shoulders  upon  the  ceiling-, 
thrown  there  by  the  light  from  an  open  fire, 
and  I  screamed  with  terror. 

When  I  was  a  year  and  a  half  old  I  had 
pneumonia,  so  my  mother  tells  me,  and  the 
French  physician,  the  best  to  be  had  in  Shang- 
hai, pronounced  me  dead.  The  Chinese  are 
well  known  to  be  perfectly  devoted  to  chil- 
dren. Indeed,  their  love  of  children,  love  of 
beauty,  love  of  grace,  their  respect  for  others 
and  for  themselves,  and  their  absolute  thrall- 
dom  to  their  sense  of  honor  made  them,  before 
they  were  corrupted  by  European  commercial- 
ism, a  beautiful  and  high-minded  race.  Of 
course,  our  servants  were  all  Chinese,  and 
when  I  had  been  given  up  for  dead,  my  mother 
says,  our  Chinese  butler  rushed  in,  caught  me 
up  in  his  arms  and  took  me  away.  When  he 
brought  me  back  I  was  alive.  What  he  had 
done  to  resuscitate  me  my  mother  never  knew 
and  never  could  discover,  but  I  have  always 
considered  it  just  another  proof  that  that  an- 
cient race  has  known  and  forgotten  more  than 
we  ever  dreamed  could  exist,  even  if  their 
knowledge  does  not  include  every  wheel  and 
electrical  contrivance  known  to  our  civiliza- 
tion. And  I  have  always  felt  that  I  owed  my 
passionate  love  of  beauty  and   grace  to  the 
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fact  that  he  may  have  breathed  into  me  a 
small  part  of  a  Chinese  soul  to  keep  me  sweet 
in  an  atmosphere  in  which  I  had  to  live  later, 
of  rigid,  loveless,  cruel  Puritanism. 

In  those  early  days  there  were  no  cows  in 
China.  Instead,  gray  buffaloes  were  brought 
into  the  courtyard  and  milked  for  us.  The 
Bubbling  Well  Road  on  which  we  lived  then 
ran  just  outside  the  city,  but  to-day  it  is  in- 
cluded in  Shanghai  proper.  My  father  drove 
in  and  out  to  his  office,  while  my  mother  rode 
in  a  sedan  chair  along  streets  where  now  I 
imagine  a  stream  of  motors  rushes,  as  in  all 
other  countries.  Such  a  peaceful,  quiet  life, 
in  which  there  were  no  unpleasant  things  to 
remember  except  two  moments  of  childish 
panic ! 

The  first  of  these  was,  of  course,  my  fright 
at  the  shadow  of  my  nurse,  a  grotesquerie 
thrown  by  the  firelight  on  to  the  ceiling;  and 
the  second  came  as  a  sort  of  natural  conse- 
quence of  disobedience.  My  nurse  had  left  me 
for  a  moment,  and  resenting  this  desertion  I 
started  after  her  to  the  servants'  quarters.  I 
got  as  far  as  the  veranda  when  I  saw  two 
great  green  eyes  looking  at  me  out  of  the  black 
night — some  dog  strayed  away,  probably,  but 
to  my  childish  mind  a  monstrous  beast  come 
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to  devour  me.  I  shrieked  and  fled  back  to  the 
nursery  and  safety. 

Of  my  mother,  I  remember  little  as  a  child, 
for  she  was  tremendously  absorbed  by  her  so- 
cial duties.  She  was  much  in  demand  socially, 
being  very  beautiful  with  an  exquisitely  pale, 
lily-like  complexion,  great  blue  eyes — perfect 
in  feature  and  figure  and  with  an  infinite 
charm  of  manner.  Beautifully  dressed,  too, 
because  what  her  sewing  man — there  were 
no  women  dressmakers  in  China — could  not 
make  for  her,  she  had  sent  out  from  Paris. 
Added  to  her  social  duties  she  had  a  musical 
one,  that  of  playing  the  piano  and  singing 
with  an  amateur  orchestra. 

She  had  many  friends,  and  once  one  of  them 
gave  me  a  mechanical  toy  from  Paris  consist- 
ing of  a  beautiful  lady,  finely  dressed,  seated 
in  a  victoria  with  coachman,  horse  and  all 
complete.  As  her  equipage  advanced,  this 
beautiful  lady  bowed  first  to  the  right  and 
then  to  the  left  as  long  as  the  victoria  was  in 
motion. 

How  I  hated  that  toy!  How  that  eternal 
bowing  bored  me!  For  the  pretty  lady  with 
her  unceasing  genuflexions  gave  me  no  oppor- 
tunity to  imagine  her  doing  anything  else,  ap- 
pearing in  any  other  role,  and  I  despised  her 
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accordingly.  That  toy,  I  firmly  believe,  wit- 
nessed the  birth  of  my  horror  of  the  mechan- 
ical. 

The  toy  I  adored,  a  doll  called  Violet, 
had  no  such  limitations.  Violet  had  blond 
hair,  real  hair  that  I  could  dress  in  any  way 
that  I  wished,  and  beautiful  blue  eyes,  a  por- 
celain head  and  a  kid  body.  There  was  noth- 
ing that  could  not  be  imagined  about  this 
charming  person.  I  even  dressed  her  as  a 
baby  if  I  wished.  I  always  felt — and  feel  to 
this  day — that  there  was  something  alive  in 
that  little  kid  body  that  I  cherished. 

Later,  one  of  the  first  cataclysms  of  my  ex- 
istence was  brought  about  by  Violet.  An  un- 
imaginative and  rather  hard  friend  of  my 
mother,  seeing  that  Violet's  kid  finger  had 
gone  the  way  of  doll's  flesh,  and  that  one  eye 
had  sunk  into  her  head,  threw  the  doll  away. 
It  was  my  first  great  bereavement,  although 
I  was  then  nine  and  ready  to  do  without  dolls. 
But  she  was  my  first  doll,  and  the  only  pet  I 
ever  had  that  did  not  have  four  legs.  And 
whenever  afterwards  I  sang  Nevin's  "I  once 
had  a  sweet  little  doll,  dears,"  I  always 
thought  of  Violet  and  was  on  the  verge  of 
tears. 

The  only  snow  we  had  in  Shanghai  was  a 
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few  flakes  that  melted  as  soon  as  they  fell; 
and  the  only  Christmas  celebrations  we  knew 
were  the  entertainments  of  the  Chinese  jug- 
glers who  performed  at  our  Christmas  parties. 

Of  my  father  only  the  vaguest  memory  re- 
mains. He  was,  of  course,  busy  in  town  all 
day  and  came  home  only  after  his  children  had 
been  put  to  bed.  I  do  recall  that  he  often  said: 
"Funny  child,  she  must  be  double-jointed !"  a 
remark  called  forth,  I  suppose,  by  my  doing  a 
complete  "split"  on  any  and  every  occasion 
without  having  had  any  instruction  in  that 
gymnastic  feat. 

The  meaning  of  a  lie  was  first  taught  me  in 
China  when  I  was  a  baby.  Just  what  the  par- 
ticular lie  was  that  brought  about  my  enlight- 
enment I  do  not  remember,  but  my  mother 
took  me  into  her  room  with  a  very  serious 
face  and  told  me  that  I  had  soiled  my  mouth 
by  telling  an  untruth.  Then  with  a  towel  and 
some  ashes  from  the  grate,  she  scoured  out 
my  mouth  to  impress  upon  me  the  unclean- 
ness  of  my  sin. 

My  first  lesson  in  fortitude  was  attended  by 
circumstances  almost  as  painful.  I  had  fallen 
down  and  hurt  myself  quite  badly.  Scram- 
bling to  my  feet,  I  began  to  howl  vigorously. 
My  father,   attracted  by  the  uproar,  admon- 
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ished  me,  saying:  "Brave  little  girls  don't  cry- 
when  they  are  hurt!"  I  remember  I  stopped 
instantly,  struck  by  the  word  brave.  And  it 
immediately  sank  into  my  consciousness, 
never  to  leave  it,  that  "brave"  was  the  desir- 
able, the  necessary  thing  to  be. 

It  was  always  like  that  with  me.  Every 
impression  of  any  kind  always  aroused  an  in- 
tense reaction.  I  realized  in  later  years  that 
this  was  one  way  in  which  I  was  wasting  my- 
self, and  that  I  must  put  a  stop  to  it  as  a  mat- 
ter of  emotional  self-preservation.  A  great 
river  overflowing  its  banks  must  be  canalized 
to  make  it  safe  and  usable.  It  is  the  same 
with  one's  emotions  if  one  wants  to  use  them 
instead  of  being  ruled  by  them — or  if,  as  Hugh 
Walpole  puts  it,  one  prefers  to  "ride  one's 
tiger." 

It  has  been  said  that  the  year  Barnum 
brought  Tom  Thumb  to  China  was  1872,  but 
I  remember  attending  a  matinee  with  all  the 
other  children  of  the  foreign  colony  in  Shang- 
hai given  by  this  famous  troupe,  including 
Tom  Thumb,  Minnie  Warren,  and  Commo- 
dore Nutt,  in  1870.  It  was  at  this  performance 
that  I  was  placed  on  the  stage  as  one  of  the 
children  to  whom  these  midgets  might  be 
compared  in  size  and  general  build;  and  the 

11 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

first  thing  I  did  after  being  set  down  was  to 
make  a  wild  dash  for  the  scandalized  dwarfs 
and,  clutching  them  in  my  arms,  beg  them  to 
come  home  with  me  and  be  my  dollies. 

They  were  perfectly  outraged  at  the  insult, 
naturally,  and  I  was  separated  from  them  for- 
cibly and,  be  it  said,  only  with  the  greatest 
difficulty,  shrieking  and  almost  heartbroken 
at  being  torn  from  them.  I  can  yet  feel  the 
tremendous  emotion  I  experienced  at  seeing 
them,  and  believing  that  at  last  some  dollies 
had  come  to  life  to  play  with  me;  an  emotion 
that  blinded  me  to  their  very  obvious  hide- 
ousness. 

In  the  present  age — a  blend  of  realism  and 
positivism — much  that  is  false  has  been  swept 
away,  and  much  that  is  foul  and  unclean  has 
been  brought  to  the  surface  in  the  upheaval. 
Out  of  this  have  come  different  values  of  life 
and  living,  of  our  duty  to  our  neighbor  and  his 
to  us;  but,  nevertheless,  I  am  glad  that  I  was 
of  my  period;  that  I  believed  fervently  and 
passionately  in  fairies,  in  Santa  Claus,  and  all 
the  myths  that  bring  poetry  and  beauty  into 
the  lives  of  imaginative  children.  Such  crimes 
committed  by  minors  as  are  filling  the  police 
calendar  to-day  would  have  been  impossible 
to  the  children  who  were  my  contemporaries. 
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Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

When  I  was  about  four  years  old  we  paid  a 
visit  to  some  friends  of  my  mother  in  Yoko- 
hama— charming  English  people  named  Hep- 
burn. One  morning  while  with  them  I  heard 
strains  of  music — the  music  of  a  regimental 
band,  I  was  told  afterwards — so  heart-break- 
ing that  I  rushed  to  the  window  and  stood 
sobbing  as  I  watched  the  procession  passing. 
I  have  a  distinct  vision  yet  of  the  officer's 
charger  being  led  at  this  funeral;  and  the 
choking  agony  of  emotion  that  came  over  me 
at  this,  my  first  hearing  of  Chopin's  Funeral 
March  is  still  a  vivid  memory.  And  no  matter 
where  I  hear  it  played  to-day  the  vision  of  that 
charger,  carrying  his  master's  sword  and  his 
boots  reversed,  pacing  slowly  under  that 
Yokohama  window,  comes  before  me. 

It  was  during  those  early  years  that,  so 
Mamma  tells  me,  my  brother  and  I  used  to 
burst  into  tears  when  she  sang,  and  say,  "Oh, 
Mamma,  Mamma,  don't,  don't!  You  have 
such  a  lonesome  voice,"  because  we  were  so 
touched  by  its  sympathetic  quality. 

As  for  myself,  I  always  sang  as  a  child,  sang 
when  I  was  happy,  when  I  was  playing  or  just 
daydreaming — wandering  little  tunes  that 
somehow  had  found  their  way  into  my  throat, 
or  else  a  busy,  contented  little  humming.     I 
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never  thought  of  it  as  singing-,  however ;  never 
was  conscious  of  my  voice.  When  I  was  a 
child  in  Bath,  Maine,  I  had  a  playmate — I  can 
hardly  call  her  a  friend — who  had  an  exquisite, 
flute-like  soprano  voice;  and  my  grandmother 
always  said  that  she  wished  I  had  a  nice, 
ladylike  voice  like  Jennie's  instead  of  a  great 
loud  one  like  mine! 

Of  those  first  five  years  of  my  life  which 
were  spent  in  China  my  most  vivid  remem- 
brances are,  strangely  enough,  sensations  and 
emotions  rather  than  the  facts  that  caused 
them. 

I  do  recall  one  concrete  act,  however,  a 
naughtiness  that  I  committed.  As  my  mem- 
ory brings  everything  back  to  me  in  pictures, 
I  can  see  myself  yet  sitting  in  a  big  chair, 
screaming  at  my  Chinese  nurse  as  she  tried  to 
put  some  pretty  openwork  silk  socks  on  my 
kicking  feet.  I  howled  that  I  would  not  wear 
them — no,  I  would  not !  And  being  at  the  in- 
articulate age  I  could  not  explain  that  it  was 
because  the  openwork  part  hurt  my  feet. 

It  is  a  catastrophe  to  be  so  sensitive.  I  was 
always  so,  in  mind  and  heart  as  well  as  body. 
Mentally  and  spiritually  I  have  always  been 
like  a  person  who  walked  through  a  crowd  on 
tender  feet  and  dreaded  their  being  bruised;  a 
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fact  that  explains,  perhaps,  why  so  many 
called  me  cold,  aloof,  proud.  My  dread  of  be- 
ing hurt  had  thrown  up  a  wall  of  great  reserve 
about  me  without  my  being  conscious  of  it. 

In  1870  we  were  compelled  to  leave  China 
on  account  of  my  mother's  health.  She  was 
not  at  all  well,  and  felt  that  she  could  obtain 
proper  medical  treatment  only  in  France.  All 
plans  had  been  made  by  my  mother  to  take  us 
to  Mentone  for  our  education.  The  outbreak 
of  the  Franco-Prussian  War  necessitated  a 
complete  change  of  plan  and  we  returned  to 
Bath,  Maine,  to  the  house  of  my  mother's  par- 
ents until  Mamma  could  arrange  for  a  home  in 
Portland,  Maine,  where  we  lived  for  four 
years.  Although  I  never  returned,  it  seems 
that  China  never  quite  forgot  me.  For  years 
after  I  had  left  Shanghai,  at  the  height  of  my 
career,  I  was  most  touched  to  have  Mrs.  Hitt 
the  elder,  wife  of  the  senator,  tell  me  of  meet- 
ing a  distinguished  Chinese  diplomat  on  the 
steamer  returning  from  Hawaii  and  having 
him  remark  in  the  course  of  a  conversation  on 
art  and  letters:  "You  know  your  Emma 
Eames  is  a  compatriot  of  ours." 

Only  one  incident  of  the  voyage  from  China 
lingers  with  me.  A  kindly  Frenchman,  seeing 
us  very  much  bored  at  the  monotony  of  the 
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trip  and  at  loose  ends  for  something  to  do, 
took  my  brother  and  me  into  his  cabin — how 
well  I  remember  that  dark  little  room  with  its 
flickering  lamp ! — and  emptied  the  contents  of 
his  toilet  case  for  our  amusement.  And  among 
the  lotions  and  creams  and  soaps  and  toilet 
waters,  I  became  entranced  with  a  stick  of 
pomade  because  of  its  delicious  perfume, 
which  I  afterward  discovered  was  heliotrope. 

When  we  arrived  in  San  Francisco  we 
stopped  at  the  Palace  Hotel.  And,  having  just 
come  from  Shanghai,  one  of  the  servants 
thought  it  amusing  to  call  my  brother  a 
Shanghai  rooster.  Whereupon,  perfectly  in- 
furiated at  the  insult,  I  leaped  upon  the  poor 
man  and  attempted  to  demolish  him.  It  is  the 
first  rage  that  I  can  remember.  Incidentally, 
it  is  an  interesting  insight  into  child  psychol- 
ogy to  note  that  in  China,  where  I  was  sur- 
rounded by  love  and  sweetness  and  under- 
standing, I  was  the  most  docile  and  loving  of 
children,  but  when  I  returned  to  America  and 
encountered  that  peculiar  kind  of  teasing,  par- 
ticularly of  my  brother,  it  aroused  a  perfect 
devil  in  me. 

During  the  remaining  period,  until  I  was 
eleven,  there  is  little  that  is  interesting  to  re- 
count.    There  were,  of  course,  rough  games 
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with  my  brother — who  was  about  a  year  and 
a  half  older  than  I  and  who  always  had  an  eye 
to  my  care — and  his  friends.  But  my  favorite 
game  was  "playing  theater,"  as  I  called  it. 
This  consisted  of  working  out  plots  and  im- 
provising emotional  situations  as  I  went 
along,  and  taking  the  latter  so  much  to  heart 
that  I  would  arrive  at  such  a  point  of  feverish 
excitement  and  wild  sobs  that  I  had  to  be  put 
to  bed  to  cool  off. 

One  of  the  greatest  joys  I  had  during  those 
years  was  being  taken  to  see  a  melodrama 
called  "The  Sea  of  Ice."  I  have  always  loved 
acting  and  the  theater;  and  had  I  been  an 
actress  and  not  an  opera  singer  I  should  prob- 
ably be  before  the  public  to-day  at  sixty  and 
persist  in  my  dramatic  activities  until  ninety 
— my  mother's  present  age.  But,  being  a 
singer,  I  made  the  resolution — at  twenty, 
mind  you,  three  years  before  I  made  my  ope- 
ratic debut — that  I  would  stop  singing  at  my 
apogee  and  grow  old  gracefully  in  caps  and 
shawls  at  forty.  And  I  carried  out  that  firm 
resolution,  all  but  the  caps  and  shawls,  by  re- 
tiring before  I  had  reached  my  forty-fourth 
birthday  instead  of  at  forty.  How  can  one 
grow  old  gracefully  to-day  without  being  a 
frump?     The  fashions  certainly  do  not  allow 
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one  to  look  one's  age,  even  when  they  are  worn 
in  moderation. 

When  I  was  about  eleven,  owing  to  an  un- 
fortunate turn  in  our  financial  affairs,  my 
mother  was  obliged  to  give  up  one  child;  and 
since  it  was  necessary  to  keep  my  brother  in 
Portland,  Maine,  where  he  might  continue  the 
education  that  was  to  prepare  him  for  his 
career  in  the  navy,  I  was  the  one  sent  to  my 
grandparents  in  Bath,  Maine.  My  life  with 
my  grandfather  and  grandmother,  whose  idea 
was  that  love  and  happiness  and  amusement 
were  among  the  least  of  the  necessities  of 
life,  was  far  from  a  happy  one.  In  reality,  to 
one  of  my  vitality  and  personality  and  strong 
desires,  it  was  nothing  less  than  a  martyrdom 
and  I  fear  I  was  a  problem  to  them  and  a 
"handful/' 

My  grandmother  was  a  woman  of  great 
force  of  character,  with  a  sense  of  humor,  but 
a  warped  emotional  nature.  She  would  have 
made  an  excellent  wife  for  a  warm-hearted, 
understanding  man  with  a  strong  hand.  But 
she  married  an  icicle  and  a  problem  in  Euclid. 
My  grandfather  was  of  the  black,  dour  Scotch 
type  from  which  he  descended,  and  extremely 
hard.  His  great  interests — in  another  man 
they  would  have  been  called  passions — were 
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astronomy,  mathematics  in  any  form,  and  all 
things  appertaining  to  politics,  which  were, 
naturally,  rather  limited  in  scope  in  those 
days,  whether  of  town  or  state.  During  his 
lifetime  he  occupied  several  quite  important 
governmental  positions. 

Incidentally,  my  grandfather's  name  was  not 
Hayden  at  all,  but  Heddean,  which  was  more 
the  designation  of  an  office  in  Scotland  than 
a  proper  name;  but  every  one  called  him  Hay- 
den, so  to  avoid  confusion  he  had  his  name 
changed  by  act  of  legislature  to  the  one  by 
which  he  was  known — a  foolish  step. 

My  grandmother  had,  without  knowing  it, 
what  would  now  probably  be  called  an  artistic 
temperament.  She  was  a  woman  of  fine  mind, 
deeply  founded  principles  and  Puritanical 
standards,  but  withal  human  and  passionate. 
And  passionate,  alas !  to  the  point  of  having  ac- 
tual brain  storms,  during  which  all  her  ideals 
of  conduct  would  be  thrown  to  the  winds.  I 
learned  how  unlovely  such  exhibitions  were 
and  determined  that  the  same  wild  impulses 
within  myself  should  be  curbed  and  directed. 
Even  at  this  day  I  prefer  not  to  remember  the 
moments  that  inspired  that  resolution. 

Being  constantly  punished  for  small  faults 
and    mistakes    as    though    they   were    crimes 
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made  me  feel  that  a  high  standard  of  character 
and  of  behavior  was  an  objective  to  strive 
for.  This  belief  made  me  conscientious  to  a 
degree  that  could  only  be  called  morbid. 
Nevertheless,  I  have  much  for  which  to  be 
grateful  to  my  grandmother.  Her  severe  up- 
bringing was  sane  and  taught  me  the  differ- 
ence between  true  and  false  pride,  cultivated 
within  me  a  sense  of  honor  and  self-respect, 
even  though  it  implanted  in  my  breast  an  un- 
attainable ideal  of  conduct  that  in  later  years 
caused  me  much  unnecessary  self-condemna- 
tion. My  entire  life  was  colored  by  her  influ- 
ence and  teaching. 

A  very  near  and  dear  friend  of  mine,  a 
writer,  Howard  Sturgis,  said  to  me  one  day 
when  my  career  was  at  its  height,  that  there 
was  one  person  he  would  have  liked  to  meet 
and  that  was  Grandmother  Hayden,  who, 
years  after  her  death,  still  had  me  in  her  clutch 
and  reached  from  her  very  tomb  to  influence 
my  life. 

It  was  only  natural  that  when  I  left  the  love- 
less atmosphere  with  which  my  grandparents 
surrounded  themselves,  the  reaction,  the  re- 
bound, was  so  enormous  that  I  seemed  unable 
to  find  sufficient  outlet  for  my  animal  spirits. 
I  turned  to  every  kind  of  mischief  and  the  per- 
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petration  of  endless  harmless  pranks  at  school. 
It  was  tacitly  understood,  for  example,  that 
the  boys  and  girls  in  a  class  were  not  to  con- 
sult one  another  in  the  solution  of  problems, 
although  such  consultation  was  permitted  be- 
tween members  of  the  same  sex. 

One  day  I  asked  if  I  might  consult  another 
member  of  my  class,  and  upon  being  told 
"Yes"  I  got  up  out  of  my  place  and  walked 
across  the  room  to  a  boy  I  knew,  the  grandson 
of  my  grandmother's  most  intimate  friend, 
and  spoke  to  him  about  my  problem.  One 
could  fairly  feel  the  shock  of  this  go  through 
the  class.  But  as  the  thing  was  done  and 
there  was  no  definite  rule  against  it,  it  was  al- 
lowed to  pass  with  the  exception  that  in  my 
teacher's  mind  another  black  mark  had  been 
set  down  against  me. 

I  never  refused  to  take  a  "dare."  The  stone- 
work of  the  schoolhouse  formed,  at  the  corner 
angles,  a  series  of  mounting  ledges.  Some  one 
dared  me  to  climb  these  to  the  second  story. 
I  took  the  dare  and  performed  the  deed,  much 
after  the  manner  of  the  modern  "human  fly" 
who  awes  the  watching  multitude. 

We  studied  chemistry,  and  when  I  thought 
the  lesson  had  been  long  enough  I  made  sul- 
phureted  hydrogen  and  drove  every  one  out 
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of  the  building.  I  had  no  realization  of  my 
naughtiness  until  the  principal  of  the  school, 
a  very  fine  man  of  intuition  and  intelligence 
and  understanding  (who  later  became  an  ex- 
cellent lawyer  and  made  a  noteworthy  career) 
brought  it  home  to  me.  He  had  gone  to  my 
grandparents  to  speak  to  them  of  my  unto- 
ward conduct:  but  upon  beholding  them  in 
stern  and  solemn  conclave  with  my  two  un- 
cles, he  had  not  been  able  to  bring  himself  to 
put  me  at  their  mercy.  He  sent  for  me  in- 
stead, and  put  me  on  my  honor,  and  never  had 
cause  to  be  troubled  by  me  afterwards. 

In  spite  of  his  forbearance  I  was  dreadfully 
scolded  by  my  grandparents  for  the  mere  fact 
of  his  visit;  but  I  never  held  it  against  him 
after  he  had  made  me  realize  my  wrongdoing 
and  explained  to  me  that  when  one  could  lead 
as  easily  as  I  did  one  was  in  honor  bound  not 
to  be  an  influence  for  mischief  or  evil.  That 
was  all  that  was  necessary.  To  make  me  do 
or  be  the  thing  that  was  expected  of  me  one 
needed  only  to  make  me  understand.  But 
from  my  babyhood  I  have  always  felt  that  I 
must  understand. 

My  mother  says  she  thinks  I  must  have 
been  born  with  an  interrogation  mark  in  my 
mouth.     I  remember  her  telling  me  when  I 
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was  quite  a  little  girl,  before  I  left  China,  in 
fact,  that  I  must  not  ask  "Why?"  that  she 
would  not  always  have  time  to  tell  me  why 
between  an  order  and  a  great  danger,  and  that 
I  must  learn  to  obey  first  and  ask  questions 
afterwards. 

The  greater  part  of  this  excess  energy  of 
mine  was  due,  I  am  sure,  to  the  fact  that  in  the 
days  of  my  youth  girls  did  not  play  games — 
tennis  was  just  beginning  to  be  played  a  little 
by  women  then — and  I  did  not  have  the  outlet 
that  the  strenuous  have  to-day.  My  capacity 
for  physical  activity  was  so  tremendous  and 
so  well  known  that  many  people  said  to  me  at 
the  beginning  of  my  career  that  I  could  always 
be  sure  of  enjoying  the  advantage  of  enormous 
health.  The  truth  of  the  matter  was  that  from 
my  twenty-fifth  year  I  scarcely  knew  a  well 
day  or  was  free  from  pain,  due  to  an  accident 
which  befell  me  about  that  time. 

In  addition  to  my  tremendous  energy  I 
must  have  had  a  certain  amount  of  magnetism, 
because  at  dancing  school  the  little  boys  would 
get  into  the  most  shocking  fights  trying  to 
settle  which  was  to  be  my  partner.  As  I  re- 
call, this  impressed  me  only  as  a  diverting  phe- 
nomenon and  not  at  all  as  having  any  personal 
significance.    In  fact,  I  believe  I  had  remark- 
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ably  little  personal  vanity — chiefly,  no  doubt, 
because  of  my  grandmother's  upbringing — 
except  such  as  might  be  found  in  my  deter- 
mination to  pull  in  my  waist  as  much  as  pos- 
sible and  dress  my  hair  in  a  new  way  every 
day  in  the  inevitable  silly  period  of  adolescence. 

During  those  childhood  years  I  received  the 
usual  instruction  in  piano,  but  nothing  ever 
came  of  it,  owing  to  the  lack  of  strength  in  my 
fingers.  My  mother  had  instructed  me,  and 
then  when  I  went  to  my  grandmother's  to 
live,  my  aunt,  who  was  a  thorough  musician, 
continued  my  musical  education,  teaching  me, 
together  with  the  piano,  a  little  elementary 
harmony  and  transposition. 

When  I  was  about  fifteen  my  mother  be- 
came aware  that  I  had  the  beginnings  of  a 
voice  that  promised  to  be  an  unusual  one. 
Shortly  after  that,  a  cousin  of  an  uncle  by  mar- 
riage on  my  mother's  side  came  to  Bath  and 
heard  me  sing.  This  cousin-in-law,  so  to 
speak,  Warden  by  name,  lived  in  Paris,  was  a 
subscriber  to  the  Opera  there,  the  Mecca  of 
all  great  artists  at  that  time,  and  had  an  ear 
well  trained  by  listening  to  very  nearly  every 
great  artist  then  before  the  public.  After  he 
had  heard  me  sing  in  the  Swedenborgian 
Church  in  Bath — it  was  "Oh,  for  the  Wings 
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of  a  Dove,"  I  remember — he  said  that  my 
voice  was  so  unusual  and  of  such  a  very  beau- 
tiful and  touching  quality  that  he  thought  it 
would  be  wicked  if  it  were  not  cultivated. 

The  idea  of  opera  had  never  occurred  to  me, 
as  it  had  been  drama  that  had  been  my  lure; 
but  now  that  it  was  suggested  to  me  I  real- 
ized that  opera,  after  all,  was  simply  drama 
with  music,  and  that  by  some  great  good  for- 
tune my  voice  seemed  to  qualify  me  for  this 
art  of  interpreting  another  character  than  my 
own,  and  that  my  beloved  childhood  game  of 
"playing  theater"  might  become  a  delightful 
grown-up  occupation. 

The  uncle  by  marriage,  General  Thomas 
Hyde,  whose  cousinship  to  Mr.  Warden  had 
brought  about  this  promising  state  of  affairs, 
was  much  interested  and  persuaded  my  grand- 
parents to  allow  me  to  go  to  my  mother  in 
Portland  once  a  week,  so  that  it  could  be  seen 
how  my  voice  would  develop.  The  result  of 
this  experiment  proved  to  be  highly  satisfac- 
tory. 

All  the  time  I  was  traveling  to  Portland  for 
instruction  I  was  studying  and  passing  exami- 
nations at  the  high  school  in  such  absurd  sub- 
jects for  a  person  of  my  years  as  physical  ge- 
ography, political  economy,  chemistry,  astron- 
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omy,  natural  history,  English  literature  and 
mathematics,  including  higher  algebra. 

In  the  spring  of  1882  my  mother,  having 
previously  arranged  to  take  me  to  Annapolis 
with  her  to  witness  my  brother's  graduation 
exercises,  decided  that  it  would  not  be  prac- 
tical for  me  to  pass  my  final  examinations.  I 
was  fearfully  excited  and  delighted  over  the 
anticipated  trip  to  Annapolis,  but  when  I  at 
last  arrived  in  that  gay  town,  fortified  for  the 
great  event  by  a  number  of  charming  dresses 
my  mother  had  had  made  for  me,  the  heat  and 
the  change  and  the  unwonted  excitement  made 
me  too  ill  to  enjoy  any  of  it.  The  whole  thing 
passed  in  a  haze — the  tea  parties  and  dinners 
and  ball.  I  had  a  feeling  all  the  time  of  being 
only  half  there. 

But  later  in  the  summer,  when  the  North 
Atlantic  Squadron,  in  which  my  brother  was 
a  midshipman,  was  due  to  visit  Portsmouth, 
New  Hampshire,  my  mother  and  I  went  to 
visit  the  aunt  of  the  woman  who  afterward 
became  my  sister-in-law. 

The  Admiral  of  the  Fleet  at  that  time  was 
"Fighting  Bob"  Evans.  And  my  mother  af- 
terwards told  me  that  he  was  very  much  taken 
with  me.  It  seems  that  I  wore  at  a  dance  on 
board  the  flagship  what  sounds  to  me  now  as 
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being  the  most  hideous  headgear  imaginable, 
a  little  white  lace  bonnet  trimmed  with  tea 
roses,  and  Admiral  Evans  'told  my  mother 
that  I  looked  like  "peaches  and  cream''  and 
that  there  "wasn't  a  rose  in  my  bonnet  that 
could  look  as  fresh  as  my  skin."  Naturally  I 
was  so  blissfully  busy  enjoying  things  that  I 
was  quite  unconscious  of  my  looks,  which  is 
probably  one  reason  I  appeared  at  my  best. 

All  the  balls  and  parties,  combined  with  my 
passion  for  brass  buttons,  which  every  young 
girl  has  sooner  or  later,  made  the  experience 
a  perfectly  wonderful  one.  Many  of  the  eve- 
nings while  we  were  in  Portsmouth  were  de- 
voted to  music.  I  sang  alone  or  in  duets  with 
my  mother,  my  sister-in-law-to-be  playing  the 
violin  obbligatos  for  us,  or  a  naval  officer  called 
Winder,  of  Portsmouth,  accompanying  us  on 
the  flute.  My  last  amateur  spurt  and  my  last 
parties ! 

Following  this  visit,  in  the  autumn  of  1882, 
I  was  sent  to  Boston  to  study.  I  went  alone, 
but  was  quite  safe  in  the  house  of  two  "maiden 
ladies"  who  might  have  stepped  out  of  Cran- 
ford,  so  severe  and  conventional  were  they.  I 
never  seemed  to  be  able  to  escape  from  the 
stiffest  kind  of  Puritan  atmosphere!     In  the 

27 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

same  house  with  me  were  the  children  of  Wil- 
liam Dean  Howells  and  some  young  people 
called  Fairchild,  who  had  fled  to  it  as  to  a 
house  of  refuge  from  scarlet  fever  at  home,  the 
victim  of  this  fever  being  Blair  Fairchild,  then 
a  tiny  child. 

In  that  first  year  at  Boston  I  studied  sight 
reading,  continued  my  lessons  in  harmony  and 
began  to  hear  an  occasional  classical  concert. 
That  winter  I  also  saw  the  first  electric  arc 
lights.  I  came  out  on  the  street  one  evening, 
to  be  stunned  at  having  these  great  white 
lights  suddenly  blaze  in  my  eyes.  It  was 
quite  an  experience  after  kerosene  lamps  and 
gas. 

My  taking  up  of  the  study  of  sight  reading 
was  brought  about  by  having  B.  J.  Lang,  the 
most  prominent  organist  of  his  period,  tell  my 
mother,  after  he  had  heard  me  sing  at  her  in- 
stigation, that  I  had  a  lovely  voice,  but  that  he 
could  not  give  me  a  position  because  I  did  not 
read  at  sight.  Humiliated  at  the  implied  re- 
buke, I  took  a  little  book  containing  two-part 
vocal  exercises,  contralto  and  soprano,  and 
played  one  part  on  the  piano  while  I  sang  the 
other  at  sight  until,  at  the  end  of  two  months 
of  this  drilling,  I  found  that  I  had  mastered 
this  musical  trick.    I  had  always  been  able  to 
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read  music  for  the  piano,  of  course,  but  music 
for  the  voice  was  another  matter. 

At  the  end  of  that  winter  of  1882-83  my 
mother  arranged  to  join  me  in  June,  and  we 
took  most  modest  lodgings,  as  we  had  very, 
very  little  on  which  to  live  and  our  money  had 
to  go  a  long  way. 

Before  she  had  been  with  me  two  months  I 
had  an  engagement  to  sing  in  church.  Alas! 
it  proved  to  be  a  brief  and  inglorious  one  in  a 
Baptist  church  in  the  suburbs  of  Boston,  where 
I  was  promptly  told  that  my  services  would 
be  dispensed  with  henceforth,  as  I  disgraced 
myself  by  bursting  into  uncontrollable  laugh- 
ter at  the  sight  of  half  a  dozen  bedraggled 
women  in  black  waterproofs  being  dipped  into 
a  tank  underneath  the  pulpit,  which  had  been 
removed  for  the  occasion.  Of  course,  in  my 
later  years,  I  came  to  recognize  that  the  faith 
that  made  waterproofs  and  a  dip  in  a  tank  as 
beautiful  and  poetic  and  unhumorous  an  ex- 
perience as  being  immersed  in  a  wooded 
stream  was  a  wonderful  faith  indeed. 

I  was  much  mortified  and  horribly  ashamed 
of  myself  after  my  uncontrollable  outburst, 
and  regarded  my  dismissal  as  a  great  tragedy. 
However,  shortly  thereafter  I  was  engaged  to 
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sing  at  the  Channing  Church  in  Newton,  an- 
other suburb  of  Boston,  where  I  sang  continu- 
ously, summer  and  winter,  until  I  sailed  for 
Europe  in  June,  1886. 

Oh,  how  I  remember  those  days,  crossing 
the  unpaved  Common — a  primitive  Boston 
before  all  these  modern  improvements — in 
rubber  boots  to  get  to  the  Boston  and  Albany 
Railway  Station  to  take  a  train  to  Newton. 
Twice  on  Sundays  I  made  this  journey  and 
once  on  Friday,  when  I  rehearsed  and  read 
for  the  first  time  the  music  that  I  was 
to  interpret  the  following  Sunday.  In  snow, 
in  slush,  in  sleet,  in  rain!  A  good  hardening 
process! 

It  was  my  good  fortune  to  have  my  singing 
attract  the  attention  of  a  number  of  people 
who  became  extremely  valuable  to  me.  The 
first  of  these  was  a  great  pianist;  and  thereby 
hangs  an  amusing  tale.  This  artist  was  the 
blackest  of  black  Germans,  with  funny  twink- 
ling eyes,  a  raw-boned  man,  tall  and  broad, 
with  knotty  fingers  and  an  enormous  shock  of 
black  hair  and  a  beard  that  grew  right  up  un- 
der his  eyes.  He  was  most  anxious  to  give  me 
piano  lessons.  My  fingers,  as  I  have  said  be- 
fore, are  perfectly  limp,  seeming  to  have  no 
muscles  in  them,  and  incapable  of  mastering 
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the  technic  of  any  instrument  whatsoever;  but 
still  he  insisted. 

His  studio  was  on  the  first  floor  of  the  house 
where  he  lived  with  his  mother,  and  when  I 
went  there  to  take  my  first  lesson — which,  in- 
cidentally, was  my  last — he  immediately  burst 
into  tears  and  told  me  he  loved  me — he  had 
seen  me  just  twice  in  his  life — and  that  I  must 
marry  him  at  once.  I  received  this  astounding 
outburst  with  perfect  calm,  self-possession, 
and  extreme  disgust.  With  all  the  dignity  of 
seventeen  I  drew  myself  up  and  told  him 
coldly  that  I  had  not  come  here  to  listen  to 
such  things,  but  to  take  a  piano  lesson.  He 
responded  by  standing  before  me  and  holding 
out  his  arms  imploringly;  whereupon  I  told 
him  that  he  must  let  me  pass,  as  I  wished  to 
go  at  once.  As  he  did  not  move,  I  most  inglo- 
riously  dodged  his  arms,  flew  by  him  and 
rushed  downstairs.  But  before  I  could  get  to 
the  door  he  was  before  me  and  on  his  knees 
in  the  front  hall.  Strategy  was  my  next  move. 
I  made  a  feint  as  if  to  run  upstairs  again  and, 
as  he  turned  to  follow,  I  dodged  back,  flew 
past  him  and  out  of  the  front  door. 

From  that  moment  he  haunted  us  for  two  or 
three  years,  constantly  telling  my  mother  she 
ought  to  make  me  marry  him,  the  excuse  for 

3i 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

his  frequent  and  unencouraged  visits  being 
that  he  wanted  to  play  this  and  that  for  us. 
And  as  he  was  a  great  artist,  I  received  a  liberal 
musical  education  at  his  hands  in  spite  of  my- 
self. This  same  musician  put  to  music  the  so- 
liloquy from  "Hamlet,"  "To  be  or  not  to  be," 
and  having  taught  it  to  me,  persuaded  Edwin 
Booth  to  come  and  hear  me  sing  it.  I  am  sorry 
I  never  saw  Booth  again  to  ask  him  his  impres- 
sions. Had  he  humor,  they  would  have  been 
worth  hearing.  Of  course,  I  gave  my  heart 
and  soul  to  the  task  and  sang  with  conviction 
anyway.  My  own  sense  of  humor  could  not 
have  been  developed,  certainly,  for  me  to  have 
been  able  to  do  it.  This  extraordinary  compo- 
sition, so  said  the  author  of  it,  "should  have 
been  sung  in  the  dark  with  the  audience  in 
grave  clothes." 

To  him  I  owe  some  of  the  most  beautiful 
moments  of  my  life  for  his  interpretation  of 
Beethoven,  which  was  profoundly  emotional 
as  well  as  in  the  finest  tradition,  and  in  which 
he  lost  himself  and  became  the  great  medium. 

This  same  musician  taught  me  a  number  of 
the  gayer  and  more  vernal  of  Schubert's  songs. 
He  arranged  a  program  to  be  shared  be- 
tween us  to  be  played  at  a  Wellesley  College 
concert  and  afterwards  at  Miss  Porter's  school 
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at  Farmington,  Connecticut.  Such  pretty 
girls  in  such  feminine  clothes  as  formed  my 
audience  and  gave  an  ovation  to  another 
young  girl!  Mamma  with  her  own  clever 
hands  made  the  dress  that  I  wore,  and  charm- 
ing and  pretty  it  was  in  prebustle  days.  These 
young  girls  were  most  delightfully  enthusias- 
tic, and  as  I  came  down  the  broad  staircase 
from  the  dressing  room  after  the  concert,  they 
made  a  double  line  through  which  I  passed 
while  they  pelted  me  with  flowers  and  shouted 
their  pleasure. 

All  these  scenes  I  describe  come  back  to  me 
as  pictures  and  this  one  is  always  a  singularly 
fresh  and  beautiful  one. 

During  the  Boston  period  it  was  my  good 
fortune  to  attract  the  attention  of  Professor 
Paine,  of  Harvard  University,  a  composer  and 
teacher  of  undisputed  merit.  He  engaged  me, 
with  three  others,  to  illustrate  his  lectures  on 
the  history  of  music,  beginning  with  the  Gre- 
gorian chants,  which  we  sang  from  the  quaint 
square  notes,  and  continuing  with  the  Italian 
school,  the  French  troubadour  songs,  the  early 
English,  the  French  and  German  folksongs, 
and  concluding  with  the  last  word  in  1884 
modern  music.  These  lectures  were  given 
both  in  Boston  and  at  Harvard.    Mamma  and  I 
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went  frequently  to  Cambridge  for  supper,  as 
the  evening  meal  was  called,  with  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Paine  to  "make  music."  He  often  had 
some  particularly  interesting  pupil  as  another 
guest,  and  it  was  there  I  met  Henry  Finck, 
with  whom  and  whose  charming  wife  I  have 
always  been  on  friendly  and  affectionate 
terms.  There  also  I  met  Celia  Thaxter  and 
was  thrilled  with  talk  of  the  Theosophic  So- 
ciety and  its  experiments,  a  subject  of  palpi- 
tating interest  to  me. 

I  look  back  with  tenderness  to  that  Boston 
period  as  one  of  unruffled  peace,  although  we 
had  nothing  in  the  way  of  worldly  goods. 
However,  I  had  only  to  do  work  that  I  loved 
and  which  interested  me,  and  I  had  no  respon- 
sibility, not  even  of  reputation,  to  sustain.  In 
the  atmosphere  of  love  with  which  my  mother 
surrounded  me  I  was  blissfully  happy  merely 
in  loving  her  and  obeying  and  following  her 
lead.  We  had  few  but  very  delightful  friends, 
but  social  plans  and  duties  were  not  my  pre- 
occupation. I  drifted  happily  through  all  that 
was  extraneous  to  my  lessons  and  my  work 
and  was  emotionally  at  peace. 

The  Boston  Symphony  concerts  were  then 
conducted  by  George  Henschel,  and  I  had  the 
privilege  of  hearing  many  joint  song  recitals 
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given  by  him  and  his  gifted  wife.  At  this  same 
period  I  heard,  led  by  him,  over  and  over  again 
the  great  works  of  Beethoven,  Schubert, 
Schumann  and  Bach  played  by  what  was  even 
then  the  most  perfect  orchestra  imaginable,  the 
Boston  Symphony  Orchestra.  No  pains  were 
spared  in  bringing  the  performances  of  this 
orchestra  to  the  utmost  perfection  both  as  re- 
gards the  composition  of  the  orchestra  and  its 
ensemble. 

My  first  introduction  to  opera  was  when  I 
heard  "Lohengrin''  with  Christine  Nilsson  and 
Campanini.  Nilsson  was  most  poetic  in  ap- 
pearance and  she  sang  with  telling  conviction 
and  much  beauty  of  tone.  But  that  evening, 
being  at  swords'  points  with  Campanini  over 
some  private  grievance,  she  had  little  of  love 
or  charm  about  her,  particularly  when  he  was 
on  the  stage  with  her,  which  was  most  of  the 
time. 

Before  I  heard  any  opera  of  the  Italian 
school,  with  which  the  operatic  education  of 
most  of  my  contemporaries  was  begun,  I 
again  heard  "Lohengrin"  in  German  and  with 
the  famous  Marian  Brandt  as  Ortrud  and  "Die 
Walkiire,"  given  by  the  Damrosch  Opera  Com- 
pany under  the  baton  of  young  Walter.  That 
was  a  most  romantic  bit  of  operatic  history. 
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The  sudden  death  of  his  father  left  Walter 
Damrosch  with  no  other  alternative  than  to 
take  up  the  baton  of  his  father  and  carry  on 
as  best  he  could.  And  because  the  imagination 
of  the  public  was  caught  by  seeing  this  hand- 
some youth  step  into  the  breach  so  valiantly, 
and  because  he  was  a  thorough  musician,  he 
was  able  to  carry  his  first  opera  season  through 
to  a  most  successful  conclusion.  This  was  the 
beginning  of  his  long  and  notable  career. 

It  was  after  this  that  we  heard  Patti,  my 
mother  and  I,  in  "Martha,"  by  Flotow.  Al- 
though she  was  still  a  comparatively  young 
woman — in  the  forties — she  had  been  singing 
a  great  many  years.  But  her  voice  was  en- 
tirely unimpaired.  Hers  was  the  most  perfect 
technic  imaginable,  with  a  scale,  both  chro- 
matic and  diatonic,  of  absolute  accuracy  and 
evenness,  a  tone  of  perfect  purity  and  of  the 
most  melting  quality,  a  trill  impeccable  in  in- 
tonation, whether  major  or  minor,  and  such  as 
one  hears  really  only  in  nightingales,  liquid, 
round  and  soft.  Her  crescendo  was  match- 
less, and  her  vocal  charm  was  infinite.  I  can- 
not imagine  more  beautiful  sounds  than  issued 
from  that  exquisite  throat,  nor  more  faultless 
phrasing,  nor  more  wonderful  economy  of 
breath.     Her  phrases   were   interminable,   in 
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spite  of  the  fact  that  her  waist  was  so  pinched 
that  her  ribs  could  not  have  done  otherwise 
than  cross  in  front,  thus  proving  beyond  the 
shadow  of  a  doubt  that  length  of  breath  does 
not  depend  upon  the  volume  or  freedom  of  the 
lungs,  but  upon  the  perfect  pose  of  the  voice 
with  no  waste  of  breath  between  the  notes  or  in 
their  production. 

Later  I  heard  Patti  sing  in  "Semiramide" 
with  Scalchi  as  Arsace.  The  same  vocaliza- 
tion was  there,  the  same  perfection  of  tone,  the 
same  perfection  of  execution,  but  she  was 
swamped  by  Scalchi,  who,  in  spite  of  her  in- 
feriority of  vocal  charm,  was  so  much  more 
satisfactory  histrionically  that  Patti,  with  her 
curious  artificial  manner,  became  by  contrast 
of  secondary  interest. 

Patti  had  perfection  of  vocal  art,  of  rhythm, 
of  finish,  of  proportion,  of  charm,  but  she  had 
the  soul  of  a  soubrette  and  in  temperament 
was  suited  only  to  such  roles  as  Martha,  Zer- 
lina,  and  Rosina  in  the  "Barbiere."  Young 
and  utterly  inexperienced  as  I  was,  I  knew  this 
even  then,  though  I  dared  not  voice  it. 

My  people  insisted  that  I  study  with  some 
one  who  had  herself  studied  abroad,  some  one 
other  than  my  mother;  and  Miss  Clara  Mun- 
ger,  who  had  been  a  pupil  in  her  time  of  Delle 
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Sedie,  the  barytone,  was  chosen.  Miss  Mun- 
ger  was  most  conscientious  and  careful,  and 
brought  my  voice  out  gradually  without  al- 
lowing me  to  force  it  in  any  way.  The  exer- 
cises she  gave  me  allowed  my  voice  to  develop 
naturally  and  never  demanded  that  which  was 
beyond  my  actual  powers. 

Then  for  two  years,  before  I  went  to  Paris, 
I  studied  the  Delsarte  system  of  gesture  and 
devitalization  with  one  of  the  greatest  teach- 
ers that  America  has  ever  had  in  that  line, 
Miss  Annie  Payson  Call,  who  has  written  a 
great  many  remarkable  books  on  this  and 
similar  subjects.  She  it  was  who  taught  me 
the  necessity  of  absolute  sincerity  and  clarity 
of  thought,  and  how  to  make  each  muscle  of 
my  body  independent,  and  who  helped  me  to 
place  my  gestures  so  that  when  they  were 
needed  they  were  ready. 

Miss  Call  could  instantly  sense — one  cannot 
say,  see  or  feel — the  slightest  contraction  in 
any  muscle  that  was  not  needed.  To-day  I  have 
that  same  instinct,  when  I  listen  to  people 
singing,  for  sensing  out  a  fault  in  muscular 
contraction,  and  have  often  longed  to  tell  such 
singers  just  how  to  overcome  it.  The  theory 
of  perfect  singing  was  Patti's,  the  minimum  of 
effort  for  the  maximum  of  effect ;  not  one  sin- 

38 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

gle  unnecessary  muscle  used;  perfect  articu- 
lation of  the  lips  and  tongue  and  absolute 
freedom  for  the  column  of  breath  from  the  dia- 
phragm to  the  lips. 

One  of  the  first  Delsarte  lessons  was  in  fall- 
ing: in  being  taught  to  drop  with  no  muscular 
effort  at  all,  as  the  child  or  the  drunkard  or  the 
unconscious  person  would  fall.  These  never 
hurt  themselves  because  they  do  not  resist. 
Then  once  down  I  was  taught  to  rise  with  the 
minimum  of  effort  and  in  a  devitalized  condi- 
tion on  to  a  chair  from  the  floor.  This  way  lay 
grace.  The  hand  of  a  child  is  always  perfectly 
graceful,  because  there  is  no  nervous  tension. 
Therefore,  to  learn  to  have  an  entirely  grace- 
ful hand,  one  must  remove  all  conscious  mus- 
cular effort  from  the  hand  and  have  the  entire 
gesture  proceed  from  the  solar  plexus,  the  seat 
of  feeling.  When  one  has  this  control  and 
one's  gestures  are  placed,  one  has  only  to  feel 
the  gesture  for  it  to  come  of  itself. 

These  exercises  I  continued  for  two  winters 
with  Miss  Call,  because  I  wished  to  learn  the 
interpretative,  the  constructive  as  well  as  the 
devitalizing  movements,  the  active  as  well  as 
the  passive.  And  I  studied  to  such  good  ef- 
fect that  when  I  made  my  debut  at  the  Paris 
Opera,  I  had  such  possession  of  my  body  and 
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such  ease  of  movement  and  freedom  of  gesture 
that  it  was  difficult  to  convince  Gounod  that 
I  had  never  acted  before. 

My  first  attempt  at  opera  consisted  in  one 
act,  the  garden  scene  from  "Faust,"  in  which  I 
sang  Marguerite,  with  the  pupils  of  Charles 
R.  Adams,  who  was  a  celebrated  singing 
teacher  of  his  day  in  Boston,  and  who,  not 
finding  a  satisfactory  Marguerite  among  his 
pupils,  asked  Miss  Munger  if  she  would  lend 
me  to  him. 

After  Mr.  Henschel,  Mr.  Wilhelm  Gericke 
became  the  director  of  the  Boston  Symphony 
Orchestra.  He  showed  great  interest  in  me, 
and  was  much  interested  in  my  voice  and  tal- 
ent. Mr.  Gericke  taught  me  many  Schubert 
songs.  To  musicians  I  need  not  tell  of  his 
sound  musicianship,  his  taste  and  gift  of  in- 
terpretation. He  was  not  a  showy  conductor, 
but  one  of  profound  feeling  and  respect  for  the 
works  he  interpreted,  and  I  could  not  have 
had  a  better  guide.  Later  he  strongly  advised 
my  going  to  Paris  to  study  under  Madame 
Marchesi,  who  was  at  that  time  living  in  the 
Rue  Jouffroy. 

As  we  had  no  money  and  our  family  could 
not  be  called  upon  to  help  us,  my  mother  bor- 
rowed from  a  friend  enough  to  insure  me  a 
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reasonable  amount  of  time  abroad  for  the  per- 
fecting of  my  studies,  in  so  far  as  studies  may- 
be perfected,  before  my  debut. 

My  teacher,  Miss  Munger,  hated  the  idea  of 
my  going  on  the  operatic  stage.  She  had  been 
abroad  and  knew  something  of  the  life  of  the 
theater,  and  said  that  she  had  rarely  seen  an 
instance  where  a  woman  kept  her  integrity  of 
character  when  she  became  a  singer.  Where- 
upon I  vowed  that  if  I  had  to  buy  my  career  at 
the  expense  of  my  character,  I  would  have  no 
career.  It  goes  without  saying  that  at  that 
time  I  had  not  the  faintest  idea  of  what  life 
meant  in  some  of  its  phases,  nor  realized  that 
I  had  mapped  out  an  extremely  difficult  task 
for  myself. 

Before  my  departure  for  France  I  sang  one 
of  the  sprites  in  Schumann's  "Manfred"  with 
the  Boston  Symphony  Orchestra  in  Boston. 
With  this  same  orchestra  I  also  appeared  as 
soloist  in  a  number  of  the  lesser  New  England 
towns.  Then,  too,  I  sang  in  a  series  of  con- 
certs with  a  quartet  of  wind  instruments,  man- 
aged by  George  Stewart,  who  became  a  suc- 
cessful manager  later  and  has  now  retired. 
The  other  soloist  at  these  concerts  was  Leo- 
pold Lichtenberg,  who  was  about  my  age  and 
had  a  certain  air  of  poetry  about  him. 
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Although  I  had  a  few  friends  whom  I  saw 
occasionally,  I  had  begun,  even  in  Boston,  the 
life  of  isolation  and  absorption  in  my  work 
which  did  not  end  until  1909.  But  those  early 
American  years  were  very,  very  happy  ones, 
because  they  came  before  I  had  learned  re- 
sponsibility and  the  limitations  of  physical  and 
nervous  strength,  before  my  financial  indebt- 
edness was  a  constant  weight  upon  me,  and 
before  I  had  a  reputation  to  maintain  in  the 
musical  world. 

We  sailed  from  Boston  on  one  of  the  best 
Cunarders  then  plying  between  Boston  and 
Liverpool,  a  steamer  that  would  not  even  be 
considered  in  the  same  breath  with  passenger 
traffic  to-day.  But  to  the  young  and  enthu- 
siastic girl,  standing  wide  eyed  and  oh,  so 
earnest,  watching  the  shore  line  fade  and  vow- 
ing to  accomplish  the  best  work  of  which  she 
was  capable,  even  though  it  meant  the  immola- 
tion of  self  upon  the  altar  of  her  career,  it  was 
a  dream  come  true  and  not  a  ridiculous  cockle- 
shell riding  the  waves  and  carrying  her,  had 
she  but  known  it,  to  a  glory  she  had  not  vis- 
ioned  even  in  her  wildest  dreams. 


II 

AFTER  a  highly  unpleasant  journey  from 
Boston  in  our  cockleshell  Cunarder, 
^•we  went  to  the  Charing  Cross  Hotel 
in  London.  Here  we  were  shown  into  an  enor- 
mous old-fashioned  bedroom,  chiefly  occupied 
by  a  huge  double  bed  with  a  canopy  that  might 
easily  have  been  taken  out  of  Pickwick  Papers. 
I  had  a  curious  feeling  of  having  been  there 
before,  and  was  at  home  immediately  in  the 
coziness  and  real  comfort  of  these  typically 
English  surroundings. 

As  we  were  on  our  way  to  Paris,  our  stay 
in  London  was  necessarily  brief.  We  had, 
however,  the  opportunity,  while  there,  of 
lunching  at  the  Royal  Court,  House  of  Lords, 
with  my  uncle's  cousin,  the  Hon.  Mrs.  William 
Carrington,  whose  husband  was  equerry  to 
either  the  Queen  or  the  Prince  of  Wales,  I  do 
not  recall  which.  The  other  event  of  our  Lon- 
don visit  was  witnessing  the  trooping  of  the 
colors  at  Whitehall.  After  that  we  sped  on  to 
Paris. 

Upon  our  arrival  in  Paris  we  went  direct  to 
Neuilly  to  a  small  pension  charmingly  situated 
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in  the  Avenue  du  Roule  and  having  its  own 
garden.  Here  rooms  had  been  engaged  for  us 
by  Philip  Hale,  now  a  Boston  critic,  but  at 
that  time  a  student  of  the  organ  under  Guil- 
mant.  Philip  kept  in  his  rooms  a  pedal  piano 
at  which  he  worked  with  great  constancy  and 
determination.  His  wife,  whose  health,  under- 
mined by  the  food  and  living  conditions  in 
Germany,  had  compelled  her  to  give  up  her 
career  as  a  pianist,  was  with  him.  They  were 
a  most  interesting  and  enthusiastic  young 
couple. 

Unfortunately  this  pension,  although  on  the 
same  side  of  Paris,  was  at  a  great  distance  from 
the  Rue  Jouffroy,  where  lived  Mathilde  Grau- 
mann  of  Frankfort,  otherwise  Madame  Mar- 
chesi  of  Paris;  and  going  to  a  lesson  with  this 
famous  teacher  was  like  undertaking  a  journey 
to  another  land. 

We  went  to  see  Madame  Marchesi  at  once 
upon  our  arrival  to  learn  whether  she  would 
accept  me  as  a  pupil.  I  sang  for  her  with  fear 
and  trembling,  and  carefully  avoided  telling 
her  that  I  had  ever  sung  a  note  in  public, 
lest  she  expect  too  much  of  me.  Alas,  the 
modesty  that  handicapped  me  in  those  days  is 
quite  absent  from  many  of  the  young  aspirants 
I  have  encountered  since. 
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Madame  Marchesi  was  not  able  to  give  me 
lessons  at  once,  but  she  accepted  me  definitely 
as  a  pupil  and  told  me  to  come  to  her  upon 
her  return  from  her  vacation  in  the  autumn. 
She  advised  me  to  go  to  some  quiet  place  and 
rest  in  the  meantime,  and  not  attempt  to  sing. 

After  this  important  interview  my  mother 
and  I  went  directly  to  Bayreuth  to  hear  the 
music  festival.  The  Bayreuth  trip  had  been 
planned  by  Mamma  and  Mr.  Gericke  and  it 
was  he  who  engaged  for  us  the  room  and  the 
places  for  the  four  performances :  two  of  "Par- 
sifal" and  two  of  "Tristan  and  Isolde."  Before 
we  left  Boston,  therefore,  he  had  passed  many 
hours  with  us  analyzing  and  explaining  both 
operas  to  us,  musically  and  dramatically.  It 
is  easy  to  see  that  the  influence  of  that  period 
in  Boston  gave  me  my  musical  direction,  if 
one  may  say  so,  although  it  was  my  natural 
bent  that  made  me  love  all  that  came  to  me 
thus,  and  absorb  it.  It  was  a  peaceful  and 
beautiful  period  and  an  unhurried  one;  and 
had  I  foreseen  all  the  emotions  and  cataclysms 
in  my  future  life,  I  should  have  turned  my 
back  on  the  Boston  of  those  days  with  even 
greater  reluctance. 

Curiously  enough,   nothing  whatsoever  of 
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that  journey  to  Bayreuth  impressed  itself 
upon  my  memory  until  we  had  passed  Munich. 
Then,  Munich  having  packed  the  little  train 
with  Germans,  festival  bound,  I  witnessed  a 
little  scene,  all  too  indicative  of  the  difference 
in  the  status  of  Teutonic  and  American  wom- 
ankind, that  I  never  could  forget.  A  pale, 
fragile  little  woman  stood  between  her  obese, 
overfed  husband  and  the  window,  fan  in  hand, 
protecting  her  noble  lord  and  master  from 
the  cinders  and  heat.  Needless  to  say,  being 
newly  from  America  where  woman  is  queen, 
I  was  perfectly  horrified  and  indignant  and 
shocked. 

Mr.  Gericke,  who  was  vacationing  in  Europe 
between  seasons  of  the  Boston  Symphony  Or- 
chestra, had  been  kind  enough  to  engage  for 
us  the  only  available  kind  of  room  to  be  had 
in  Bayreuth  in  those  days,  a  room  in  a  private 
house.  It  turned  out  to  be  a  huge  affair  with 
dormer  windows,  and  the  inevitable  two  little 
German  beds  with  their  funny  eiderdown  com- 
fortables, buttoned  into  sheets,  which  fell  off 
on  to  the  floor  constantly.  I  am  certain  that 
it  would  take  at  least  a  lifetime,  reenforced  by 
the  atavism  of  countless  previous  lives,  to  be 
able  to  learn  to  manipulate  such  a  coverlet. 
This  lodging  was   in  the  house   of  a   school 
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master  and  below  us  were  his  quarters  and  the 
school — a  boys'  school. 

It  was  my  first  glimpse  of  a  German  village 
and  German  life.  And  it  all  struck  me  as 
being  most  charming,  simple  and  unaffected, 
as  indeed  it  was  in  that  long  ago  when  the  peo- 
ple who  made  the  pilgrimage  to  Bayreuth  were 
idealists  and  real  music  lovers. 

Our  party  numbered  seven  people.  It  in- 
cluded my  mother  and  myself,  Mr.  Gericke, 
two  young  men,  Benjamin  Gilman  and  Alan 
Marquand,  who  were  friends  of  ours,  and 
Henry  L.  Higginson,  the  patron  of  the  Bos- 
ton Symphony  Orchestra,  as  well  as  his  niece, 
now  Mrs.  Graeme  Haughton,  who  is  still 
one  of  my  nearest  and  dearest  friends.  We 
sat  near  one  another  in  the  auditorium  and 
had  our  little  bite  between  the  acts  together. 
That  bite  consisted  of  sausage  and  black 
bread  and  cheese  and  beer,  the  sort  of  snack 
the  Germans  took  between  the  acts  to  fore- 
stall faintness. 

How  different  this  all  was  from  the  later 
Bayreuth!  The  Bayreuth  of  1897,  which 
saw  my  next  visit,  was  pandemonium.  Great 
restaurants  crowded  with  chattering  sight- 
seers; people  without  understanding  or  rever- 
ence, intent  upon  the  latest  fad — that  was  the 
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Beyreuth  Cosima  Wagner  built  when  Wagner 
and  Liszt  were  no  longer  there  to  stop  her  and 
she  could  give  free  rein  to  her  commercial  in- 
stincts. 

But  at  the  time  of  our  first  visit  in  the  early 
eighties  the  glory  of  Bayreuth  had  not  become 
tarnished.  Liszt  was  still  living;  but  after- 
wards he  was  taken  ill  at  the  performance  of 
"Tristan"  and  shortly  after  died.  Frau  Cosima 
had  not  been  allowed  to  put  her  finger  in  the 
festival  pie.  Wagner  had  not  been  long  dead, 
and  the  musical  and  dramatic  seeds  he  had 
sown  were  still  bearing  fruit  in  the  care  of  the 
leaders  he  had  trained,  the  two  greatest  being 
Mottl  and  Levy.  Even  Anton  Seidl,  first 
among  the  master  conductors  of  orchestra  and 
opera  of  the  German  and  classic  school,  was  in 
a  secondary  position  under  these  older  men. 
To  attend  one  of  the  performances  was  like  as- 
sisting at  a  religious  rite,  the  singers  were  so 
completely  forgetful  of  self  and  so  utterly  ab- 
sorbed in  bringing  out  with  reverence  the 
beauty  of  the  music  drama. 

We  heard  two  performances  of  "Tristan" — 
one  with  Materna  and  the  other  with  Sucher 
as  "Isolde" — in  which  Vogl  was  Tristan. 
Then  we  attended  two  performances  of  "Par- 
sifal" with  Materna  and  Malten  alternating  in 
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the  role  of  Kundry,  the  latter  at  that  time 
being  comparatively  young.  Scaria  sang  the 
role  of  Gurnemanz  and  Reichman  that  of  Am- 
fortas.  In  a  whole  lifetime  of  music  I  have 
never  experienced  anything  so  marvelous, 
so  unsurpassable  in  emotional  and  religious 
appeal  as  these  performances.  The  singers  so 
completely  lost  themselves  in  the  characters 
they  portrayed  that  one  ceased  to  think  of 
them  as  other  than  the  personages  of  the  music 
drama.  What  more  wonderful  example  of 
selflessness  in  one's  art  could  be  asked! 

One  evening,  at  the  conclusion  of  a  per- 
formance of  "Parsifal,"  Materna  invited  our 
party  to  go  with  her  to  a  small  beer  cellar, 
where  she  opened  a  barrel  of  wine  for  the 
crowding  enthusiasts  who  were  waiting  to 
drink  her  health.  That  low-ceilinged,  arched 
cellar,  the  mass  of  excited,  eager  faces,  the  big 
woman  with  her  amiable  face  smiling  at  the 
deafening  "Hochs!"  shouted  in  her  honor,  I 
shall  never  forget.  It  was  my  first  glimpse  of 
the  delightful  madness  that  is  born  of  music. 

Mr.  Higginson  begged  my  mother,  during 
our  Bayreuth  visit,  to  call  upon  him  in  the  fu- 
ture if  more  funds  were  needed  to  further  my 
career;  and  later  this  my  mother  did.  When 
I  paid  my  indebtedness  to  him  the  first  year  I 
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sang  in  America,  seven  years  later,  he  told  me 
that  up  to  that  time  I  was  the  only  one  among 
the  aspiring  young  musicians  and  singers  he 
had  helped  who  had  ever  returned  the  money 
loaned  them. 

While  we  were  in  Bayreuth  we  made  a  brief 
excursion  to  Nurnberg.  Nurnberg  in  the  early 
eighties  boasted  of  few  visitors  and  no  "trip- 
pers." Therefore  my  first  European  sight- 
seeing was  done  under  ideal  conditions  and  we 
bore  away  with  us  memories  of  the  quaint  old 
town  quite  unmarred  by  the  crowds  one  sees 
to-day  herded  along  by  a  shouting  guide  and 
hardly  realizing  what  they  are  seeing  through 
the  jumble  of  overcrowded  impressions  and  in- 
formation. There  was  only  one  hotel  in  the 
place,  which  was  on  the  river  bank.  It  was 
small,  as  inconvenient  as  possible,  but  very 
clean  and  picturesque. 

After  our  Nurnberg  jaunt  we  returned  to 
Paris  and  devoted  the  time  remaining  to  be- 
coming acquainted  with  the  beauties  of  that 
lovely  city  and  its  surroundings. 

In  September  Madame  Marchesi  returned 
to  Paris  and  the  autumn  work  with  her 
began. 

Madame  Marchesi — Mathilde  Graumann  of 
Frankfort — wife   of  the    Marchese   Salvatore 
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Castrone  de  la  Rajata  (a  Sicilian  by  birth  and 
for  a  short  period  a  professional  singer)  was 
the  ideal  Prussian  drill  master,  a  woman  of 
much  character  and  one  to  gain  great  ascen- 
dancy over  her  pupils.  A  thorough  musician, 
she  was  an  indefatigable  worker.  Her  school 
was  an  example  of  discipline,  order  and  organ- 
ization. She  herself,  at  her  piano  by  nine  in  the 
morning  every  week  day,  was  always  perfectly 
and  rather  richly  dressed  and  with  never  a  hair 
out  of  place.  In  the  beginning  we  were  classed 
all  together  and  each  had  daily  vocalises  for  a 
month,  a  fifteen-minute  lesson  in  class,  and 
so  on  until  we  went  through  successive  stages 
into  the  opera  class  in  the  afternoon.  The  les- 
son, however,  always  began  with  a  few  voca- 
lises directed  all  in  the  same  way  irrespective 
of  personal  idiosyncrasies. 

Madame  Marchesi  trained  the  voice  to  have 
three  distinct  registers,  instead  of  one  per- 
fectly even  scale,  in  which  the  tones  of  each 
register  melt  into  the  tones  of  the  next  as  do 
the  colors  in  a  prism,  which  is  the  only  logical 
way  of  singing.  She  believed,  too,  that  a 
woman  should  not  pronounce  words  above  F  in 
the  medium,  while  I  always  felt  that  if  a  man 
could  pronounce  words  on  the  highest  notes  in 
his  voice,  why  could  not  a  woman?    Owing  to 
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this  conviction  of  hers,  the  voices  of  her  pupils, 
such  as  Gerster's,  gave  in  their  upper  register 
the  impression  of  ventriloquism,  and  sounded 
as  though  their  owners  had  been  taught  to  sing 
with  a  dropped  larynx,  which  was  indeed  what 
we  were  told  to  do.  Madame  Marchesi  fortu- 
nately did  not  attempt  to  change  my  natural 
singing  method,  and  as  my  voice  was  a  healthy 
one,  she  did  it  no  harm,  but  neither  did  she 
give  me  that  absolute  vocal  security  which  I 
was  to  gain  for  myself  later.  She  had  intelli- 
gence and  the  real  German  efficiency,  but  no 
intuition.  She  had  a  head  for  business  which, 
with  her  excellent  musicianship,  gave  her  the 
position  she  occupied  for  so  many  years — that 
of  owner,  manager  and  teacher  of  the  greatest 
school  of  her  day. 

She  surrounded  herself  with  the  best  lieu- 
tenants obtainable — teachers  of  Italian,  of 
French  and  of  "deportment,"  and  as  accom- 
panists, chefs  de  chant,  or  coaches,  of  the 
Opera — such  men  as  afterwards  became  or- 
chestra leaders  of  the  second  category.  One 
exception  I  must  make  is  the  first  professor  of 
"deportment."  He  was  an  antiquated  little 
Frenchman  named  Petipa,  formerly  a  ballet 
dancer  and  instructor.  He  had  been  a  contem- 
porary of  Taglioni  and  had  danced  with  her, 
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had  even  composed  a  ballet  for  her,  and  had 
been  a  celebrity  in  his  day. 

The  steps  he  made  us  take,  the  little  bows, 
and  the  instruction  as  to  how  to  enter  and 
leave  a  room,  how  to  greet  a  hostess  on  arriv- 
ing, or;  one's  own  guest,  the  exercises  he 
taught  us  in  the  practice  of  equilibrium  even 
if  embarrassed  by  a  sudden  movement  on  the 
part  of  another — were  of  the  most  primitive. 
No  other  technic  was  taught  us  in  this  way, 
and  with  my  remembrance  of  Miss  Call  fresh 
in  my  mind,  I  was  intensely  amused. 

I  had  not,  however,  spoken  to  Madame  Mar- 
chesi  of  my  study  with  Miss  Call  any  more 
than  of  my  former  public  appearances.  There 
was  nothing  to  be  gained  by  doing  so,  as  I 
had  only  to  prove  later  when  opportunity 
should  arise  that  they  had  been  of  use.  One 
can  easily  see  how  such  a  "professor  of  deport- 
ment"  seemed  sufficient  to  Madame  Marchesi 
who  told  us  we  must  not  make  any  gestures 
while  singing,  but  only  between  the  phrases, 
in  order  not  to  disturb  the  tone.  She  had  not 
yet  "caught  up"  with  Wagner.  I  wonder  what 
she  would  have  thought  of  the  gymnastics  of 
the  present-day  opera  singers  of  which  some, 
however,  do  most  decidedly  "disturb  the  tone"! 

She  gave  auditions  d'eleves,  or  pupils'  con- 
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certs,  each  year,  at  which  we  sang  alone  and 
together.  Of  one  thing  I  am  absolutely  con- 
vinced, as  I  force  my  mind  to  bring  back  that 
period — that  she  did  not  have  the  faintest  idea 
of  my  talent  or  what  I  had  in  me. 

I  was  docile  and  respectful  and  obeyed  all 
her  directions  and,  as  Victor  Wilder  (a  great 
French  critic)  hoped,  "found  myself"  later, 
when  success  immediate  and  overpowering  al- 
lowed me  to  dare  to  believe  I  had  something 
worth  saying  and  giving  in  myself. 

After  gentle  little  Petipa,  the  "teacher  of 
deportment,"  we  were  placed  in  the  hands  of 
M.  Pluque,  the  head  "mime"  of  the  opera 
and  head  director  of  the  ballet,  or  what 
was  called  a  rSgisseur. 

M.  Pluque  was  a  man  of  understanding.  He 
not  only  could  tell  you  what  to  do,  but  he  was 
able  to  recognize  individuality  and  knew  how 
to  develop  it.  If  he  saw  something  original  in 
your  interpretation,  he  did  not  resent  its  pres- 
ence because,  perchance,  he  had  not  suggested 
it,  but  instead  was  pleased,  and  helped  you  by 
constructive  criticism  to  make  it  convincing. 
I  could  not  resist  the  temptation  to  discuss  the 
appropriateness  of  any  gesture  I  felt  was  in- 
consistent with  the  character  I  was  portraying 
as  I  conceived  it. 
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Singing  was  always  to  me  of  secondary  in- 
terest to  that  of  acting  and  interpreting.  As 
far  as  it  was  possible  for  me,  I  made  myself 
mistress  of  the  technic  of  singing,  in  order 
not  to  be  preoccupied  with  vocal  production. 
M.  Pluque  at  last  ended  by  allowing  me  to 
make  my  own  gestures,  only  criticizing  them 
technically — as  to  breadth  and  direction,  in 
regard  to  my  position  on  the  stage,  and  their 
effectiveness. 

All  was  tradition  on  the  French  stage  in 
those  days,  which  meant  not  only  traditions  of 
style  and  good  taste,  but  the  engrafting  of 
others'  limitations  on  to  one's  own,  as  well  as 
imitating  another's  qualities  and  stifling  one's 
own.  A  divine  school  for  mediocrity!  M.  Plu- 
que had  the  good  sense,  however,  to  give  me 
much  latitude  in  everything  I  studied  with 
him,  and  was  artist  enough  to  like  the  orig- 
inality of  ideas  I  showed. 

Madame  Marchesi  had  the  energy  not  only 
to  teach  all  day,  but  also  to  give  occasional 
"at  homes"  with  music  to  which  a  select  few  of 
her  pupils  were  invited.  At  one  of  these  I 
heard  the  great  professor  Diemer  play.  He 
was  professor  of  the  piano  at  the  Conserva- 
toire, with  an  impeccable  technic  which  he 
had  the  gift  of  imparting  to  his  pupils.     His 
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interpretations,  however,  were  so  shallow  and 
meaningless  that  I  marveled  at  the  ovation  he 
received,  and,  in  fact,  that  his  playing  always 
elicited.  It  was  mere  tinkling,  or  so  it  seemed 
to  me,  brought  up  as  I  was  in  an  austerely  clas- 
sical school  of  interpretation. 

I  also  heard  the  famous  Ristori  recite  at  one 
of  these  "musicales."  All  recitations,  except 
comic  ones,  give  me  a  feeling  of  embarrass- 
ment, "as  though  the  performer  were  one's 
relation."  She  was  no  longer  young,  and  with 
that  drawing-room  background  her  perform- 
ance was  stripped  of  all  glamour  and  gave  me 
the  impression  of  ranting.  I  was  really  sorry 
to  have  heard  her.  Her  diction  doubt- 
less was  perfect,  and  it  was  a  privilege  to  have 
had  such  an  opportunity;  but  when  does  the 
younger  generation  appreciate  its  predecessors 
unless  impelled  by  their  actual  genius?  As  my 
grandmother  (here  she  is  again!)  so  often 
said:  "One  should  not  outstay  one's  welcome. " 

Madame  Marchesi  assumed  the  attitude  of 
being  above  financial  considerations.  How- 
ever, on  her  piano  in  the  music  room  she  kept 
a  vase  into  which  we  were  supposed  adroitly  to 
place  on  a  certain  date — and  in  advance — our 
monthly  fee.  She,  of  course,  did  not  appear 
to  notice  this,  but  that  she  did  notice  it  was 
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proved  most  forcibly  if  any  pupil  neglected  to 
place  her  envelope  in  the  receptacle  on  the  date 
on  which  it  was  due. 

Early  in  my  studies  with  Madame  Marchesi 
my  idealism  received  its  first  great  shock.  I 
had  always  believed  that  the  world  was  large 
enough  for  everybody,  even  other  singers ;  that 
if  one  had  a  message  to  give,  one  had  enough 
to  do  in  concentrating  upon  giving  it  without 
wasting  time  on  professional  jealousy;  and 
that  if  one  had  a  genuine  gift  and  a  real  hold 
on  the  public,  nothing  and  no  one  could  take 
them  from  one.  The  thought  that  others 
might  be  jealous  of  me  paralyzed  and  de- 
pressed me  instead  of  causing  me  to  rejoice,  as 
it  did  many  who  seemed  to  regard  it  as  a  trib- 
ute to  their  art.  For  I  had  dreamed,  in  my 
innocence,  of  working  hand  in  hand  with  other 
singers  instead  of  fighting  them  every  inch  of 
the  way. 

When  Madame  Marchesi  learned  of  this 
naive  idea  of  mine  she  was  filled  with  horror, 
and  immediately  set  about  to  disabuse  my 
mind  of  it  if  possible.  She  was  unsuccessful, 
unfortunately,  and  only  future  experience 
taught  me  the  sordid  truth  of  what  she 
preached — namely,  that  as  soon  as  one  went 
into  public  life  all  other  singers  must  be  con- 
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sidered  as  enemies  and  that  one  must  govern 
oneself  accordingly  and  think  only  of  protect- 
ing oneself  and  one's  interests. 

Madame  Marchesi  was  much  troubled  and 
a  little  annoyed  at  my  excessive  sensitiveness 
to  all  her  worldly  revelations  of  music  and  mu- 
sicians, as  well  as  a  certain  brutality  in  her 
mode  of  expression.  One  morning  in  class 
when  she  saw  that  I  was  vibrating  painfully  to 
certain  remarks  she  had  made  which  were 
shocking  to  me,  she  turned  to  me  and  said  ab- 
ruptly: "You  are  much  too  sensitive  for  a  ca- 
reer. Unless  you  can  become  hardened  you 
will  never  make  one." 

She  was  quite  right.  The  conventional 
career  of  the  prima  donna  was  not  for  me. 
Had  I  plunged  into  such  a  one  instead  of  liv- 
ing the  life  of  the  cloister,  I  would  never  have 
had  a  career. 

In  October  of  my  first  year  with  Madame 
Marchesi  a  singer  arrived  who  was  to  teach 
me  the  bitter  truth  of  Madame  Marchesi's 
worldly  philosophy.  She  had  a  naturally 
placed,  liquid,  perfect  and  divinely  beautiful 
voice.  Madame  Marchesi  immediately  began 
to  give  her  private  lessons  for  a  reason  that 
was  at  once  vanity  and  professional  shrewd- 
ness.    Madame  had  a  wonderful  gift  for  train- 
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ing  voices  already  placed,  very  real  musician- 
ship, an  inexhaustible  knowledge  of  Italian 
opera  and  inspired  invention  of  cadenza,  but 
she  was  not  so  fortunate  in  her  way  with  the 
undeveloped  voice,  although  any  one  would 
have  incurred  her  undying  enmity  by  saying 
so.  Therefore  her  pride  made  her  conceal  with 
private  lessons  the  fact  that  this  brilliant  new 
soprano  had  little  to  learn  and  in  truth  was 
well  along  the  road  to  vocal  sophistication  be- 
fore Madame  ever  saw  her,  and  lacked  only 
taste  and  imagination  and  musical  intuition. 

This  singer  remained  with  Marchesi  only 
a  year,  then  she  made  her  debut  in  Brussels  in 
the  autumn  of  1887.  It  would  be  impossible 
to  imagine  anything  lovelier  than  she  was, 
both  in  appearance  and  voice.  She  did  not  at- 
tempt to  act,  for  she  had  no  gift,  but  her 
naivete  and  simplicity  had  their  own  charm  in 
such  roles  as  Lakme,  Lucia,  and  Gilda  in 
"Rigoletto." 

Later  in  the  year,  Madame  Marchesi,  hav- 
ing been  told  by  her  critics  that  she  was  in- 
capable of  teaching  a  dramatic  soprano  and 
that  all  the  voices  that  had  hitherto  come  out 
of  her  school,  such  as  Gerster's  and  Emma 
Nevada's,  were  purely  of  the  lightest  kind,  de- 
cided that  this  singer  should  be  a  light  or  lyric 
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soprano  and  that  I,  young  as  I  was,  should  be 
a  dramatic  soprano.  This  determination  to 
have  a  dramatic  soprano  to  her  credit  had  be- 
come nothing  short  of  an  obsession  with  her. 

Therefore  she  began  immediately  to  teach 
me,  among  other  roles,  those  that  were  heavier 
than  any  I  ever  sang  at  any  time  in  all  my 
subsequent  career,  such  as  Valentine  in  "Les 
Huguenots"  and  Selika  in  "L'Africaine."  This 
done,  she  arranged  a  hearing  for  me  at  the 
Opera  and  had  me  sing  the  airs  from  these  two 
operas.  I  was  immediately  refused.  And 
while  I  was,  naturally,  humiliated,  I  must  say 
frankly  that  I  was  also  extremely  relieved,  be- 
cause I  felt  I  did  not  have  the  maturity  or 
vocal  resistance  to  sing  in  operas  of  that 
caliber. 

After  this  Madame  Marchesi  arranged  a 
debut  for  me  in  Brussels,  and  in  the  winter  of 
1887  an<3  1888  my  mother  and  I  settled  in  that 
city  to  await  the  great  moment.  While  we 
were  waiting,  Mr.  Gavaert,  director  of  the 
Brussels  Conservatory  and  a  man  of  great  eru- 
dition, became  interested  in  me  and  thought  to 
improve  the  shining  hour  by  teaching  me  an- 
other role  for  which  I  did  not  have  the 
strength,  and  even  had  I  had  it,  my  sense  of 
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humor  would  have  prevented  my  singing  "La 
Juive." 

There  was  no  sign  of  a  debut,  and  with  the 
passing  months  my  mother  and  I  became  more 
and  more  impatient.  Then  one  day  this  singer, 
whom  I  have  mentioned  previously  as  my  life- 
long instructress  in  operatic  intrigue,  with 
whom  I  had  hoped  to  make  a  career  side  by 
side,  unspoiled  by  jealousy,  and  whom  I  deeply 
admired,  came  to  see  us  and  announced:  "I 
really  should  like,  Emma,  to  know  how  you 
sing/' 

Thereupon  she  took  up  the  opera  I  was 
studying  and  placed  herself  at  the  piano  in 
order  to  accompany  me  in  the  most  ponderous, 
the  most  empty  and  the  most  difficult  air  a 
soprano  can  sing,  the  one  from  "La  Juive" 
beginning,  "II  va  venir." 

I  sang  it,  and  with  so  much  conviction  evi- 
dently that  when  I  had  finished  there  were 
tears  in  her  eyes.  And  as  she  rose  from  the 
piano,  she  said:  "I  had  no  idea  you  could  sing 
like  that!" 

Still  another  month  passed  and  no  word 
about  a  debut.  Then  one  day,  when  I  went  for 
a  lesson,  Mr.  Gavaert  said  to  us:  "You  two 
ladies  are  absolutely  inexperienced  in  the  ways 
of  the  world  and  the  theater,  and  I  feel  that  I 
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should  be  very  cruel  and  very  wicked  if  I  al- 
lowed you  to  continue  under  a  delusion.  This 
singer  whom  you  regard  as  a  good  friend,  and 
who  is,  as  you  know,  having  an  enormous  suc- 
cess, and  making,  as  the  French  phrase  goes, 
'sunshine  or  rain'  at  will,  tells  you  that  she 
will  resign  if  you  are  not  allowed  to  sing.  But 
at  the  same  time  that  she  is  saying  this  to  you, 
she  is  telling  the  directors  quite  the  opposite. 
And,  as  she  has  still  two  more  years  to  sing  in 
Brussels,  there  is  only  one  thing  for  you  to  do, 
and  that  is  go  back  to  Paris  and  look  for 
something  else  to  do.'' 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  blow  that  that  rev- 
elation of  a  treacherous  friendship  was  to  me. 
It  absolutely  outweighed  my  disappointment 
at  failing  to  make  my  debut,  because  I  felt,  in 
spite  of  this  miscarriage  of  my  plans,  that  as 
long  as  I  had  my  voice  the  future  held  oppor- 
tunity. 

We  returned  to  Paris,  and  I  went  to  Ma- 
dame Marchesi,  who  after  having  made  me 
sing  all  the  most  ponderous  roles  in  the  world, 
told  me  that  I  had  made  my  voice  heavy  by 
singing  "La  Juive" ! 

It  did  not  take  long  to  lighten  it  again,  how- 
ever, as  I  had  no  vocal  vices,  and  the  next 
move   was   to   see   where   I   might   make   my 
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debut.  I  had  been  refused  at  the  Opera,  and 
had  failed  to  make  my  debut  at  the  Brussels 
Opera,  la  Monnaie.  While  we  were  pondering 
this  problem,  a  strange  person  called  Ffrench, 
who  was  recruiting  singers  for  comic  opera, 
wanted  me  to  go  with  him.  That,  of  course, 
was  out  of  the  question,  not  because  I  had  any 
feeling  of  superiority  about  comic  opera,  for  I 
have  always  believed  that  it  is  not  what  you 
do,  but  the  way  you  do  it,  that  counts,  but  be- 
cause I  knew  I  did  not  have  the  light  and 
superficial  touch  necessary  for  success  in  that 
line. 

Then,  learning  that  Gounod  was  looking  for 
a  Juliette,  Madame  Marchesi  took  me  to  sing 
for  him,  and  he  declared  himself  much  pleased, 
and  accepted  me  at  once  as  his  Juliette  on  one 
condition,  that  I  should  study  the  entire  role 
with  him  and  under  his  direction.  He  told 
Madame  Marchesi  that  she  knew  nothing  of 
French  traditions — which  infuriated  her,  not, 
oddly  enough,  with  him,  but  with  me — and 
that  he  would  accept  me  only  on  those  terms. 
Nothing  could  have  seemed  more  marvelous 
to  me. 

Thereafter  began  a  series  of  enchanting  les- 
sons during  which  Gounod  taught  me  not  only 
Juliette  but  also  Marguerite  in  "Faust,"  Mi- 

63 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

reille  in  the  opera  of  that  name,  and  his  ora- 
torio "Mors  et  Vita,"  as  well  as  many  of  his 
songs,  thus  prolonging  a  delightful  relation- 
ship. Numerous  other  things,  too,  I  learned 
from  him,  concerning  right  ideals  of  work  and 
the  correct  attitude  toward  one's  art  and  pub- 
lic. He  believed  that  the  voice  was  only  the 
canvas  upon  which  one  painted,  and  that  one 
should  not  sing  down  to  the  public  taste,  for 
while  the  crowd  could  not  always  distinguish 
the  false  from  the  true,  it  would  always 
respond  to  the  really  sincere  in  art.  He  told 
me,  too,  always  to  sing  to  the  one  intelligent 
listener,  even  if  there  were  only  one.  I  went 
one  better  than  his  advice,  and  sang  to  myself 
and  my  over-exacting  artistic  conscience. 

He  often  sang  Mozart  for  me,  and  no  one 
could  sing  Mozart  more  beautifully.  Often 
after  our  lessons  he  would  give  not  only  a  lec- 
ture on  the  philosophy  of  art,  but  a  little  illus- 
trated lecture  on  the  various  schools  of  music. 

It  might  be  well  to  note  here  that  at  the 
time  I  was  studying  Juliette  with  him,  "Romeo 
et  Juliette"  was  in  the  process  of  being  trans- 
ferred from  the  Opera  Comique  to  the  Opera, 
with  a  ballet  newly  written  for  the  impending 
occasion  by  Gounod.  Jean  and  Edouard  de 
Reszke  were  to  sing  the  parts  of  Romeo  and 
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Frere  Laurent  respectively,  Delmas  was  to  be 
Pere  Capulet  and  the  other  roles  were  to  be 
taken  by  recruits  from  the  very  best  secondary 
talent  of  the  Opera.  Therefore  it  was  no  small 
honor  to  be  considered  by  Gounod  as  worthy 
of  singing  his  Juliette  upon  this  most  impor- 
tant occasion. 

When  Gounod  considered  me  quite  ready  in 
the  role,  he  not  only  made  the  appointment 
with  the  directors  of  the  Opera,  but  went  with 
me  to  this  "audition"  and  sang  all  the  duets 
with  me.  When  I  had  finished  this  memorable 
audition,  M.  Gaillard  was  most  charming  and 
said  among  many  other  things  that  my  voice 
was  fresh  and  beautiful  and  that  my  interpre- 
tation had  poetry,  but  that  he  felt  I  was  too 
young  to  shoulder  the  responsibility  of  intro- 
ducing Juliette  to  the  patrons  of  the  Opera. 
It  was  evident  that  I  did  not  appeal  to  him 
personally,  for  all  his  fair  words.  Another 
grievous  disappointment.     The  third! 

Fortunately  the  music  publisher,  Heugel, 
became  interested  in  my  career  about  this 
time  and  was  kind  enough  in  the  autumn  of 
1888  to  arrange  a  hearing  for  me  at  the  Opera 
Comique.  I  was  engaged  immediately  at  a 
salary  of  five  hundred  francs  a  month,  and 
signed  a  contract  which  included  a  clause  stip- 
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ulating  that  my  salary  began  the  day  I  affixed 
my  signature  and  was  to  be  paid  to  me 
whether  I  sang  or  not. 

This  salary  clause  was  the  only  good  thing 
that  came  out  of  my  engagement  at  the 
Opera  Comique,  for  Massenet,  wily  old  fox, 
resolved  that  I  should  not  make  my  debut  be- 
fore Sybil  Sanderson,  of  whom  he  was  a  tre- 
mendous admirer  until  the  day  of  his  death, 
especially  as  the  great  International  Exhibi- 
tion was  coming  in  1889,  with  its  power  to 
enhance  the  glory  of  any  singer  who  might  be 
appearing  while  it  endured. 

The  career  and  life  of  Sybil  Sanderson  are 
too  well  known  for  me  to  comment  upon.  She 
was  a  very  beautiful  and  greatly  talented 
woman  and  afterwards  became  a  dear  and  very 
close  friend  of  mine.  She  was  one  of  the  kind- 
est and  most  generous  of  people,  incapable  of 
meanness,  and  probably  knew  nothing  of  the 
real  import  of  Massenet's  maneuvers.  It  is 
quite  certain  that  I  did  not,  and  my  mother 
and  I  remained  beautifully  trusting  in  the  face 
of  the  following  events  which  would  have 
aroused  suspicion  in  any  except  two  idiots. 

First  I  was  given  "Traviata"  to  learn  and 
told  that  I  was  to  make  my  debut  in  that. 
Thereupon  I  set  myself  earnestly  to  work  to 
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master  "Traviata."  This  accomplished,  I  was 
told  that  for  some  mysterious  reason  it  would 
be  impossible  for  me  to  make  my  debut  in 
"Traviata,"  and  was  assigned  "Mignon."  I 
learned  "Mignon"  and  was  immediately  given 
some  reason  why  "Mignon"  would  not  do  for 
my  operatic  debut.  The  last  of  these  abortive 
assignments  was  "Les  Pecheurs  de  Perles." 

After  each  of  these  disappointments  I  found 
myself,  ridiculously  enough,  comforting  the 
friends  who  refused  to  take  this  series  of'blows 
calmly,  instead  of  being  cheered  by  them.  I 
never  lost  courage  myself,  but  felt  certain  that 
some  day  I  would  have  my  chance. 

In  the  month  of  January,  1889,  a  Russian 
impresario  heard  me  and  wanted  to  engage  me 
for  a  three  months'  season  in  Russia,  suggest- 
ing that  in  as  much  as  the  Opera  Comique  was 
not  using  me,  I  could  easily  get  a  vacation.  I 
arranged  for  this.  The  day  after,  I  had  an 
urgent  note  from  the  Paris  Opera  asking  me 
to  come  at  once  to  see  the  director. 

Later  I  learned  that  M.  Gaillard,  after  refus- 
ing me  had  engaged  an  Italian  singer,  in  whom 
he  believed,  to  sing  the  role  of  Juliette.  But 
Gounod  refused  to  allow  her  to  appear  in  Juli- 
ette until  he  had  heard  her  in  "Faust,"  and 
after  hearing  her  in  "Faust,"  he  had  declared 
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that  she  was  incapable  of  interpreting-  Juliette 
as  he  wished  and  insisted  upon  my  being  given 
the  role.  M.  Gaillard  again  refused  to  intrust 
such  an  important  performance  to  a  debutante 
who  might  have  stage  fright  and  heaven  knows 
what!    So  they  effected  a  compromise. 

And  it  was  of  this  compromise  that  M.  Gail- 
lard told  me  in  our  interview.  He  said  that 
Gounod  had  agreed  that  Patti  should  be  en- 
gaged for  the  first  six  performances,  that  this 
Italian  singer  should  sing  the  next  three,  and 
that  I  should  appear  in  the  role  for  the  remain- 
der of  my  engagement,  which  M.  Gaillard  pro- 
posed to  be  two  years. 

When  he  had  concluded  I  told  him  that  I 
didn't  see  how  I  could,  as  I  was  engaged  at  the 
Opera  Comique.  Whereupon  he  said,  "Your 
engagement  has  only  a  few  months  more  to 
run.     Can't  you  get  out  of  it?" 

I  then  acted  upon  impulse  and  did  what  only 
a  rash  woman  would  have  done.  I  said  sud- 
denly, "Give  me  that  contract.  I  will  sign  it"; 
and  immediately  was  the  uncomfortable  pos- 
sessor of  two  operatic  contracts. 

Upon  leaving  M.  Gaillard  my  mother  and  I 
went  directly  to  the  Opera  Comique,  which 
was  then  housed  in  the  Theatre  Sarah  Bern- 
hardt— the  old  Opera  Comique  in  Place  Boil- 
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dieu,  which  had  burned,  not  having  as  yet  been 
rebuilt — and  demanded  an  interview  with  the 
director,  M.  Paravey.  After  great  trouble  and 
insistence  on  our  part,  M.  Paravey  came  at  last 
in  great  haste  and  asked,  most  politely:  "Ma- 
demoiselle, what  can  I  do  for  you?" 

I  answered:  "I  want  you  to  send  for  my  con- 
tract and  tear  it  up.  You  have  given  me  per- 
mission to  go  to  Russia  for  a  three  months'  va- 
cation. By  the  end  of  those  three  months  my 
engagement  at  the  Opera  Comique  will  have 
only  one  month  more  to  run.  There  is  no  rea- 
son for  your  keeping  me  tied.  I  want  to  sing. 
You  do  not  let  me  sing.  It  is  only  fair  that  you 
send  for  my  contract  and  tear  it  up." 

His  reply  to  this  was:  "I  am  very  sorry, 
mademoiselle,  but  I  have  an  engagement  with 
the  administrators  of  the  theater  now.  Can't 
you  come  to-morrow,  when  we  will  have  more 
time  to  discuss  the  matter?" 

At  this  I  felt  myself  expand  morally  as  the 
genii  did  in  coming  out  of  the  bottle.  And  I 
stood  before  him  and  said  very,  very  quietly: 
"You  will  not  leave  this  room.  The  theater 
administrators  can  wait.  You  will  send  for 
my  contract  and  tear  it  up.  Here  is  mine," 
showing  him  the  duplicate,  "and  I  shall  do 
the  same." 
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Seeing  how  determined  I  was,  and  probably- 
realizing  even  better  than  I  the  uselessness  of 
trying  to  hold  me  to  it,  he  impulsively  sent  for 
my  contract,  tore  it  across  and  threw  it  into 
the  fire.  Mine  followed.  Thus  ended  my  en- 
gagement with  the  Opera  Comique,  during 
which  I  had  not  sung  one  note  in  public. 

The  next  morning  the  announcement  of  my 
engagement  at  the  Opera  appeared  in  all  the 
papers.  There  was,  of  course,  no  way  the 
Opera  Comique  could  prove  the  exact  hour  at 
which  I  had  signed  the  other  contract  and  the 
bird  was  no  longer  a  safely  imprisoned  captive. 
Their  annoyance  can  well  be  imagined. 

We  had  a  charming  and  ever  growing  circle 
of  friends.  It  included  a  number  of  friends 
from  China  and  their  relatives,  and  our  minis- 
ter, Mr.  Coolidge — the  United  States  did  not 
have  an  embassy  in  1889 — at  whose  house  we 
were  frequent  guests.  Perhaps  one  of  my, 
nearest  friends,  who  remained  so  until  her 
death,  was  Miss  Henrietta  King,  the  sister  of 
Madame  Waddington,  whose  Memoirs  have 
been  so  widely  read.  Another  of  my  closest 
friends  was  Mrs.  Post,  a  great  beauty  under 
the  last  Empire,  who  was  like  a  second  mother 
to  me,  and  whose  daughter,  Mrs.  Francis 
Bacon,  is  still  one  of  my  intimates.     Certainly 
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no  mother  could  have  been  kinder  to  a  daugh- 
ter. It  was  at  her  house  that  I  met  Madame 
de  Osma,  daughter  of  the  Conde  de  Valencia, 
who,  in  later  years,  was  to  make  my  first  visit 
to  Spain  such  a  happy  one. 

Among  other  pleasant  remembrances  of  that 
first  happy  year  was  my  association  with 
Madame  Alboni,  the  great  contralto,  of  whom 
it  was  said  hers  was  the  voice  of  a  nightingale 
in  the  body  of  an  elephant.  She  had  a  wonder- 
ful range,  the  most  perfectly  even  scale  possi- 
ble and  great  finish.  She  once  showed  me  a 
tiny  sheaf  of  the  airs  from  operas  which  she 
sang  at  concerts  and  parties,  and  told  me  that 
she  would  never  sing  an  opera  in  which  there 
was  one  note  she  found  difficult.  These  of  the 
little  sheaf  she  had  studied  for  so  many  years 
that  they  flowed  from  her  voice  mechanically. 
When  I  contrast  this  handful  of  arias  with 
the  enormous  repertoire  that  even  opera 
singers  are  obliged  to  have  now  when  they 
go  on  a  concert  tour,  not  to  mention  re- 
cital singers,  I  marvel  at  the  difficulties  the 
last  fifty  years  have  added  to  the  lot  of  the 
singer. 

Madame  Alboni  was  a  pupil  both  of  Rossini 
and  the  greatest  tenor  of  his  period,  Rubini. 
At  well  over  sixty,   and  absolutely  weighed 
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down  with  fat,  she  still  had  complete  command 
of  her  voice  and  could  do  with  it  as  she  willed. 
This,  as  well  as  her  wonderful  concentration  of 
tone,  I  have  always  attributed  to  the  fact  that 
she  was  taught  by  a  man,  a  man  without  preju- 
dice in  the  matter  of  registers  and  lightness  of 
sound.  I  have  always  found  that  if  the  voice 
is  properly  placed  and  controlled  first,  the 
lightness  will  follow  automatically;  while  if 
one  begins  with  delicacy  and  "floating" 
sounds,  one  ends  with  vocal  instability. 

In  comparison  with  the  "stayers"  Madame 
Alboni  left  the  stage,  both  operatic  and  con- 
cert, very  early  in  life.  She  did  so,  at  least  so 
she  told  me,  because  while  singing  she  had  to 
curb  her  appetite  for  food  and  could  never  in- 
dulge in  her  passion  for  that  great  national 
dish  of  her  country,  macaroni,  in  all  its  forms. 

My  mother  and  I  dined  with  her  frequently, 
and  Gargantuan  feasts  they  were.  Madame 
Alboni  and  her  guests  made  really  a  function 
of  eating.  Each  dish,  as  it  was  brought  to  the 
table,  was  discussed  as  seriously  and  as  length- 
ily as  any  other  work  of  art,  and  with  each  of 
the  many  rich  courses  there  was  served  a  dif- 
ferent wine.  Needless  to  say  I  did  more 
watching  than  eating. 

Madame  Alboni  lived  in  a  house  built  by  her 
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on  the  Cours-la-Reine  and  now  destroyed.  In 
the  period  of  her  public  life  she  occupied  an 
apartment  in  the  same  building  as  the  one  in 
which  Rossini  lived,  the  house  in  the  Rue  de  la 
Chaussee  d'Antin,  near  the  Grands  Boule- 
vards, which  now  bears  a  plaque  to  that  com- 
poser's memory.  And  Rossini,  who  had  hos- 
pitable instincts  but  who  was  not  above  cheese- 
paring, often  used  to  invite  his  former  pupil 
and  good  friend  down  to  partake  of  a  good 
solid  feast  of  macaroni  and  other  dishes  of  his 
country  with  his  guests,  and  then  invariably 
suggested  that  the  party  repair  to  Madame  Al- 
boni's  for  coffee  and  liqueurs. 

This  dear  gluttonous  soul  was  also  an  inti- 
mate friend  of  Alexandre  Dumas,  pere,  and  it 
was  at  her  house  that  I  met  that  other  Dumas, 
whose  friendship  was  to  prove  most  inspiring 
to  me,  Alexandre  Dumas,  fils.  I  am  rather 
touched  when  I  think  now  of  the  willingness 
of  the  author  of  The  Clemenceau  Case  to  waste 
the  time  over  me  he  did.  I  must  have  amused 
him  greatly,  however,  for  him  to  have  done  so. 
Among  the  other  things,  I  told  him  that  I 
thought  his  La  Dame  aux  Camelias  was  a  book 
that  exerted  the  worst  possible  influence  on  the 
young  mind,  because  it  made  wickedness  seem 
so  beautiful. 
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He  greeted  this  lofty  statement  with :  "How 
do  you  know?     Have  you  read  it?" 

I  answered:  "Yes;  when  I  studied  'Traviata.' 
But  I  never  shall  again,  as  I  consider  it" — im- 
agine my  impertinence — "a  very  bad  influence 
in  that  it  is  a  glorification  of  immorality  and 
presents  irregularity  of  living  in  a  dangerously 
poetic  light." 

He  smiled  and  said:  "Oh,  yes,  you  will — I 
will  prove  it  to  you.  I  shall  send  it  to  you,  and 
you  will  find  that  you  cannot  resist  it." 

I  laughed,  and  thought  little  more  of  his 
boast  until  one  day  a  package  was  brought  to 
me,  containing  one  of  the  first  editions  of  that 
famous  book,  known  in  America  for  some  un- 
fathomable reason  as  Camille.  It  was  beauti- 
fully bound  in  blue  morocco  with  gold  tooling, 
and  fastened  with  a  golden  clasp  which  was 
locked.     And  there  was  no  key! 

It  was  irresistible.  On  peeping  at  one  little 
corner  I  managed  to  see  that  he  had  written  a 
long  dedication  to  me,  and  I  wrote  in  haste  for 
the  key.  The  key  came  in  due  course,  with  one 
of  his  characteristic,  beautifully  written  and 
amusing  letters.  I  unlocked  the  book  forth- 
with and  found  the  dedication  beginning: 
"Since  you  ask  me  for  the  key  to  open  this 
book,"  and  followed  by  four  pages  of  the  most 
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masterly  analysis  of  my  character  and  tenden- 
cies, of  which  the  following  is  an  extract :  "You 
will  be  sincerely  loved  by  many  men  and  will 
love  also,  although  you  neither  will  do  so  as 
you  would  wish  nor  be  satisfied  by  the  kind  of 
love  you  will  inspire.  You  would  wish  for  the 
voice  of  a  Malibran  [whom,  by  the  way,  he 
adored  and  for  whom  it  was  said  he  had  enter- 
tained a  grande  passion}  to  sing  of  love  and 
the  arms  of  a  Romeo  to  enfold  you  afterwards. 
It  is  impossible.  Try  it  I"  Then  came  his  sig- 
nature and  the  date  and  in  one  corner  at  the 
bottom  of  the  page  was  written:  "To  be  re- 
read in  twenty  years."  Of  course,  the  dedica- 
tion was  in  French,  of  which  the  above  is  a 
free  translation.  He  was  more  or  less  clair- 
voyant, and  had  begun  our  acquaintance  by 
reading  my  character  by  my  hand  and  physi- 
ognomy. 

That,  with  his  many  valuable  letters,  with 
all  Gounod's  letters,  the  letters  of  many  other 
composers  and  great  writers,  with  all  the 
scores  of  Gounod's  operas  annotated  in  his  own 
hand,  and  all  my  theatrical  costumes,  was  de- 
stroyed in  a  fire  in  which  I  lost  all  my  other 
possessions — a  disaster  made  possible  only  by 
the  criminal  carelessness  of  the  expedition 
agents  who  undertook  to  send  my  things  to 
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America  in  191 5,  and  that  before  the  beginning 
of  the  submarine  warfare.  My  four  vans  were 
put  on  a  cargo  boat  over  a  cargo  of  rugs  and 
wool  which  took  fire  from  spontaneous  com- 
bustion. Only  one  hold  on  the  boat  was  burned 
— that  carrying  my  vans. 

Just  before  my  debut  at  the  Opera,  I  went  to 
Madame  Alboni  at  her  house,  in  Ville  d'Avray, 
to  ask  her  advice  about  a  contract  offered  me 
by  the  original  Colonel  Mapleson,  who  had,  at 
various  times,  brought  Patti  to  America.  Colo- 
nel Mapleson  wished  to  act  as  a  sort  of  agent 
or  adviser  to  me,  and  desired  that  I  put  myself 
and  my  career  entirely  in  his  hands. 

Madame  Alboni  took  the  contract  he  had 
drawn  up  with  this  idea  in  mind  and  read  it 
carefully.  After  she  had  finished,  she  returned 
it  to  me  with  the  remark:  "He  has  omitted 
only  one  thing,  and  that  is  that  he  could  cut  off 
your  head  if  he  felt  like  it." 

It  was  this  kindly  woman  who  begged  me 
not  to  look  upon  my  earnings  as  income,  but 
as  capital,  pointing  out  the  various  instances 
of  artists  of  great  talent  and  large  earning  ca- 
pacity who,  spending  not  wisely  but  too  well, 
had  had  to  depend  upon  the  charity  of  friends 
in  their  latter  years.  She  also  taught  me  the 
role  of  Norma — another  I  never  had  occasion 
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to  use — and  gave  me  her  own  very  beautiful 
cadenzas  thereto.  She  was  a  most  interesting 
raconteuse  and  told  me  many  amusing  things 
about  her  contemporaries — Rubini,  Grisi,  Ma- 
rio, Malibran,  Sonntag,  and  Patti  in  the  lat- 
ter's  beginnings,  and  the  Garcias,  the  great 
Spanish  singers  and  teachers,  both  father  and 
son.    The  former  was  the  father  of  Malibran. 

She  said  that  Grisi,  whom  I  had  been  taught 
to  look  upon  as  the  greatest  soprano  of  her 
period,  always  sang  all  her  legato  passages 
with  a  straight  tone  and  all  those  requiring 
agility  with  a  sort  of  overtone  or  ventriloquist 
note,  which  was,  apparently,  a  part  of  the  early 
Italian  tradition  for  the  light  soprano. 

It  was  in  this  same  year  of  1889  that  I  met 
Henry  James  for  the  first  time  at  a  large  din- 
ner party  given  by  mutual  friends,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Edward  Boit,  in  Paris.  I  found  him  a  de- 
lightful, genial,  human  and  humorous  person, 
and  during  the  next  ten  years  I  saw  him  often! 
It  was  with  him  in  1891  that  I  saw  my  first 
Ibsen  play,  "Hedda  Gabler,"  the  title  role  of 
which  was  played  by  Miss  Elizabeth  Robbins. 

In  later  years  I  met  him  often  at  the  home 
of  Howard  Sturgis,  a  dear  friend  who  kept 
bachelor  hall  in  a  most  delightful  house  called 
Queen's  Acre  at  Windsor,  and  was  himself  a 
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writer  of  great  talent.  Howard  Sturgis,  how- 
ever, published  few  of  his  works.  Of  these,  the 
two  most  important  were  Tim,  a  charming 
book  about  a  rather  morbid  little  boy  at  Eton, 
and  Belchamber,  a  realistic  picture  of  some  peo- 
ple in  the  smart  set  in  England.  This  last  was 
most  interesting  and  highly  unpleasant.  A 
Frenchwoman  once  said  to  me  after  reading 
it:  "Why  didn't  he  put  in  just  one  good  little 
English  couple  to  sweeten  the  book?" 

Henry  James  was  a  delightful  conversation- 
alist, but  one  of  those  who  believe  that  there 
is  no  such  thing  as  a  synonym.  He  would  use 
only  the  one  exact  word  that  he  felt  expressed 
his  idea.  This  word  did  not  always  come  to 
him  immediately,  and  when  it  failed  him  all 
talk  was  halted  and  we  had  to  sit  in  solemn 
silence,  not  daring  to  speak  or  prompt  him, 
because  that  upset  him  dreadfully,  until  he 
remembered  the  word  he  wanted.  When  at 
last  he  found  it,  one  felt  that  it  had  been  worth 
waiting  for,  because  it  always  conveyed,  as 
none  other  could  have,  the  exact  shade  of 
meaning  that  he  had  had  in  mind.  He  had, 
by  the  way,  a  great  love  for  dogs,  and  an 
instinctive  understanding  of  them  that  would 
have  endeared  him  to  me  had  nothing  else 
done  so. 
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It  was  he  who  said  that  I  was  too  fundamen- 
tal to  be  happy.  It  was,  however,  that  very- 
defect  or  quality  of  which  he  spoke  that  made 
my  art  the  absolute  expression  of  my  convic- 
tions or  inspiration,  and  gave  it  the  merit  of 
being  sincere,  of  expressing  myself,  I  was  go- 
ing to  say  at  first,  but  that  is  not  just,  for  art, 
sincere,  honest  art,  is  selfless.  This  attitude  of 
mind  does  not  make  for  happiness,  but  is,  alas! 
the  outcome  of  the  artistic  temperament,  and  is 
what  Emerson  calls  "divine  discontent. "  But 
although  it  is  subject  to  infinite  suffering,  the 
artistic  temperament  has  its  compensations  in 
one's  keen  vibration  to  beauty  in  all  its  forms. 
My  Memories  so  far  may  sound  rather  gloomy; 
therefore,  I  would  like  to  add  that  my 
taste  for  simple  pleasures,  my  love  of  nature, 
literature  and  animals,  and  my  warm  affection 
for  my  friends — few  but  tried — brought  much 
that  was  of  deep  satisfaction  into  my  life.  The 
greatest  leaven  and  heartener  of  all — a  sense  of 
humor — with  an  appreciation  of  wit,  lightened 
a  world  that,  with  all  its  satisfactions  and  ex- 
altations and  joy  of  accomplishment,  was  too 
inhuman  a  one  to  fill  the  needs  of  my  second 
self.  I  had  a  great  enough  wish  to  be  happy 
to  be  willing  to  make  happiness  out  of  what  I 
had;  and  on  the  other  hand,  my  greatest  joys 
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came  from  my  work,  which,  as  with  everything 
we  are  intended  to  do,  possessed  me  utterly 
from  1883  until  1909.  I  have  had  a  life  stormy 
and  often  cataclysmal,  but  all  the  same  a  life 
containing  many  beautiful  hours.  I  evolved  a 
happy  philosophy  which  helped  me  to  "carry 
on"  without  being  destroyed. 

Not  a  great  while  before  my  debut — in  Feb- 
ruary, I  believe  it  was— I  met,  at  the  home  of 
some  near  friends,  Julian  Story,  grandson  of 
the  great  jurist  judge,  Joseph  Story  (whose 
Laws  on  Contracts  is  used  even  by  the  British 
Bar)  and  the  son  of  William  Story,  the  poet 
and  sculptor. 

My  mother  found  Julian  perfectly  delight- 
ful, and  talked  with  him  all  the  evening.  She 
was  highly  amused  by  the  fact  that  I  paid  no 
attention  to  him  whatsoever,  and  told  me  after- 
wards that  had  he  been  a  poor,  miserable  man, 
ill  at  ease  and  out  of  place,  she  did  not  doubt 
that  I  would  have  devoted  my  whole  evening 
to  entertaining  him,  but  since  Julian  happened 
to  be  both  charming  and  distinguished,  I  took 
it  upon  myself  to  be  contrary  and  would  not 
even  speak  to  him. 

About  two  months  later — after  my  debut — 
when  I  was  walking  home  from  a  tea  party 
somewhere  in  the  neighborhood  of  our  apart- 
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ment,  I  met  Mr.  Story  face  to  face.  He 
stopped,  spoke  delightfully  of  my  singing,  and 
asked  if  he  might  see  me  home.  He  did  so,  and 
came  in  and  had  a  most  agreeable  and  friendly 
little  chat  with  us.  He  asked  my  mother  if  he 
might  paint  my  portrait,  and  invited  us  to  tea 
at  his  studio  on  an  afternoon  three  days  later. 

On  the  day  appointed  we  went  to  his  studio 
for  tea,  and  afterwards  my  mother,  having  an 
important  errand  to  do,  left  me  and  I  went  on 
to  pay  a  call  in  the  neighborhood.  Mr.  Story, 
saying  that  he  had  an  appointment  at  the  same 
house  for  that  afternoon,  accompanied  me. 
This  was  rather  unusual,  as  in  those  days  no 
young  girl  ever  was  seen  alone  with  a  young 
man,  and  I  never  went  anywhere  unchaper- 
oned  by  my  mother  except  to  the  houses  of 
such  intimate  friends  as  were  quite  in  the 
neighborhood. 

We  reached  the  house  of  our  mutual  ap- 
pointment in  due  time,  and  as  we  were  walking 
up  the  stairs,  Mr.  Story  told  me  he  loved  me 
and  asked  me  to  marry  him.  This,  the  third 
time  we  had  met! 

Alas!  It  was  Romeo  and  Juliet  all  over 
again.  I  thrust  the  thought  of  it  from  me  at 
once,  paid  my  call  and  rushed  home  over- 
whelmed with  grief  and  horror.    I  had  wanted 
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to  give  myself  entirely  to  my  work,  to  my  ca- 
reer, and  I  recognized  at  once  that  love  was  a 
hideous  complication,  and  that  this  love  would 
bring  me  great  trouble  and  sorrow  before  I 
had  finished  with  it. 

My  sense  of  responsibility  had  always  been 
very  great,  and  the  debts  incurred  by  my 
mother  in  my  behalf  lay  heavy  on  my  con- 
science. I  did  not  feel  that  I  could  contem- 
plate marriage  until  they  had  been  paid  in  full. 
Ultimately  this  was  discussed  with  Mr.  Story, 
and  he  was  willing  to  wait  until  such  time  as 
I  could  marry  him,  unhaunted  by  debt. 

Julian  was  a  man  of  infinite  charm  and  grace 
of  bearing,  of  distinction  and  education  and, 
up  to  the  time  he  met  me,  had  never  contem- 
plated marriage.  Unfortunately,  we  were  not 
well  mated,  chiefly  due  to  the  fact,  undoubt- 
edly, that  we  were  both  too  absorbed  in  my 
work  and  its  advancement,  and  to  his  constant 
preoccupation  not  in  any  way  to  interfere  with 
it.  My  success  was  as  great  a  passion  with 
him  as  it  was  with  me.  He  said  to  me  once 
that  he  had  never  known  what  it  was  to  hate 
until  he  hated  the  enemies  made  by  natural 
jealousy  of  my  career. 

It  was  in  these  first  months  of  that  momen- 
tous year  of  my  life,  that  I  found  it  necessary 

82 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

again  to  cheer  up  my  friends  about  the  con- 
tinued delay  of  my  debut.  It  seemed  as  though 
those  nine  performances  by  Patti  and  Gail- 
lard's  Italian  singer  would  never  be  finished. 
The  only  reason  for  this  delay,  however,  was 
the  repeated  inability  of  Jean  de  Reszke  to  sing 
on  account  of  throat  trouble,  which  state  of 
things,  alas !  recurred  during  his  entire  career. 
How  many  times  afterwards  did  I  pass  ago- 
nized evenings  singing  with  his  substitute 
thrown  in  at  the  last  minute!  My  friends,  not 
knowing  the  exact  terms  of  my  contract  with 
the  Opera,  imagined  that  all  these  delays  were 
a  repetition  of  the  Opera  Comique  episode,  and 
that  in  the  end  I  would  not  be  allowed  to  sing. 
During  this  period  of  waiting,  Miss  Fanny 
Reid,  a  sister  of  Mrs.  Paran  Stevens,  a  very  de- 
voted friend  of  Massenet  and  a  most  unwise 
friend  of  Sybil  Sanderson — as  friends  can  be — 
rushed  through  the  American  colony  begging 
every  one  not  to  go  to  hear  me  should  my 
debut  materialize,  saying  it  would  be  waste  of 
time,  as  she  was  certain  that  my  voice  could 
not  be  heard  across  the  footlights.  When  I 
think  of  her  efforts,  I  am  tempted  to  cover  her 
grave  with  flowers.  Never  did  any  one  do  a 
debutante  a  better  turn  than  she  in  begging 
people  not  to  expect  too  much  of  me ! 
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A  friend  of  my  mother  was  anxious  to  do 
what  he  called  "square  the  critics"  before  my 
debut.  The  tradition  was  that  the  critics  were 
very  touchy  and  not  likely  to  be  amiable  to 
those  who  had  not  done  something  for  them 
beforehand. 

My  mother  asked  me  what  I  wanted  to  do 
in  the  matter,  and  I  replied,  "Nothing!"  I 
desired  to  know  if  I  had  any  real  talent,  and 
did  not  wish  to  influence  people  to  speak  well 
of  me,  if  such  a  thing  were  possible,  and  then 
go  on  singing  in  opera  whether  I  was  fitted  for 
it  or  not,  on  the  strength  of  their  prejudiced 
opinion.  Therefore,  I  came  before  the  public 
unheralded,  and  with  no  influence  to  back  me 
except  what  might  have  been  gained  from  the 
one  luncheon  party  given  by  Madame  Marchesi 
for  the  critics  of  one  or  two  papers,  one  of 
which,  I  believe,  was  the  Figaro. 

At  last,  after  these  trying  delays  and  gloomy 
prophesies  of  my  friends,  I  received  word  that 
I  was  to  sing.  It  came  to  me  in  the  form  of  a 
green  postal  card  with  this  formal  announce- 
ment on  it : 

Mercredi,  le  13  Mars  Representation 
Romeo  et  Juliette 

and  on  the  other  side,  my  name. 


Ill 

MY  rehearsals  in  "Romeo  et  Juliette" 
consisted  of  a  few  hours'  practice 
with  Jean  de  Reszke  for  the  stage 
business  and  for  the  duets.  The  orchestra  I 
heard  only  from  the  audience  at  two  or  three 
performances  of  the  nine  preceding  my 
debut,  which  meant,  of  course,  that  I  heard  it 
from  exactly  the  opposite  direction  to  that 
from  which  it  would  come  to  me  on  the  stage. 
I  heard  it,  so  to  speak,  the  wrong  way  round, 
and  had  no  orchestral  rehearsal  whatever. 

Before  the  actual  performance  I  went 
through  every  kind  of  mental  jugglery  to 
keep  myself  from  being  panic-stricken.  I 
even  pretended  that  I  was  Juliette,  and  that 
the  audience  would  accept  me  as  such  and  not 
think  of  my  being  Emma  Eames  at  all.  The 
immediate  result  of  all  this  self-hypnotism  was 
that  I  arrived  at  the  Opera  the  evening  of  my 
debut  in  a  state  of  apparent  great  calm. 

Because  of  Gounod's  faith  in  me,  most  of  the 
noted  French  composers,  including  Saint- 
Saens,  Joncieres,  Massenet,  and  many  others 
were  present,  possibly  in  their  hearts  expect- 
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ing  very  little  of  me.  But  after  my  entrance: 
"Ecoutez,  c'est  le  son  des  instruments  joyeux!" 
the  applause  was  like  a  clap  of  thunder.  I 
shall  never  forget  the  sense  of  failure  that 
flooded  over  me  at  that  overwhelming  out- 
burst ;  yes,  failure.  I  stood  there  on  that  stage 
and  thought:  "I  have  not  been  able  to  con- 
vince them  that  I  am  Juliette.  Otherwise 
they  would  have  kept  silent.  They  are  ap- 
plauding Emma  Eames,  not  Juliette. " 

It  was,  no  doubt,  a  rather  morbid  reaction, 
but  it  must  be  remembered  that,  except  for 
my  "audition"  in  Brussels,  my  "audition"  at 
the  Opera  Comique,  where  I  had  come  in  con- 
tact only  with  directors  and  coaches,  I  had  no 
experience  of  the  theater  and  no  understand- 
ing of  the  stage  or  of  the  psychology  of  audi- 
ences.   I  had  only  unattainable  ideals. 

I  had  one  dreadful  moment  after  that,  just 
before  the  balcony  scene.  Suddenly,  for  no 
apparent  reason,  my  voice  became  very  small, 
and  I  remember  as  though  it  were  yesterday 
the  effort  I  made  to  get  hold  of  myself  and  go 
on  to  the  triumphant  end  of  the  opera. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  here  that,  thanks  to 
Annie  Payson  Call  and  the  training  she  had 
given  me  in  the  technic  of  acting,  in  America, 
I  was  so  assured  in  my  action  and  so  mistress 
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of  my  gestures  that  Gounod  (as  I  have  said 
before)  found  it  difficult  to  believe  I  had  never 
been  upon  any  stage  before. 

It  was  a  curious  experience  to  go  to  the 
Opera  a  nobody,  and  to  find  oneself  the  next 
day  the  talk  of  two  continents.  However,  I 
was  so  concentrated  upon  what  I  wished  to 
accomplish  that  this  phenomenon  had  only  a 
passing  effect  upon  my  mind. 

Concerning  my  debut,  the  critics  were  ab- 
solutely boundless  in  their  enthusiasm  and 
unanimous  in  their  praise,  and  theirs  were  the 
last  criticisms  I  ever  read  of  any  performance 
of  mine.  This,  not  because  I  felt  myself  above 
criticism,  but  because  the  criticism  of  others 
could  not  be  on  a  line  with  my  merciless  criti- 
cism of  myself,  and  would  either  obscure  to 
me  my  own  objective  or  give  me  a  sense  of 
haste  and  the  feeling  that  I  had  not  made  my 
meaning  understood.  I  did  this  on  principle 
and  for  fundamental  reasons  as  I  did  not 
wish  to  be  either  praised  or  blamed  on  any 
lines  but  my  own,  and  I  consistently  held  this 
attitude.  These  first  reviews  I  read  because  I 
wished  to  see  if  others  considered  that  I  had 
the  material  for  an  operatic  career,  and  upon 
concluding  the  last  one,  I  knew  that  they  did. 

Following  that  first  Juliette   performance, 
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many  reporters  from  leading  American  news- 
papers besieged  me,  demanding  interviews. 
But  I  could  only  tell  them  that  I  knew  very 
little,  having  just  begun,  that  I  really  had 
nothing  to  say,  for  my  experience  could  in- 
terest nobody.  I  suggested  that  if  they  waited 
a  few  years  I  might  be  able  to  tell  them  some- 
thing worth  hearing. 

The  first  note  of  congratulation  I  received 
from  any  one,  amusingly  enough,  was  a  ful- 
somely  worded  one  from  Massenet,  who  must 
have  been  in  a  perfect  rage  at  seeing  his  good 
work  on  behalf  of  Sybil  Sanderson  at  the 
Opera  Comique  overthrown.  For  had  I  not, 
after  all,  made  my  debut  at  the  Opera  before 
Sybil's  debut  at  the  Opera  Comique  in  "Es- 
clarmonde,"  written  specially  for  her  by  Mas- 
senet to  show  off  her  phenomenal  high  notes 
and  her  brilliant  execution,  as  well  as  her  great 
beauty  and  grace? 

The  morning  after  my  debut  our  sitting 
room  at  the  pension  was  so  filled  with  flowers 
that  one  could  scarcely  move  about  in  it,  and 
I  remember  I  spent  the  whole  of  that  morning 
weeping  over  the  standard  that  the  world  had 
accepted  as  mine.  I  was  so  filled  with  the 
knowledge  of  my  inexperience  and  a  sense  of 
unworthiness  that  I  trembled  with  apprehen- 
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sion  lest  I  be  "found  out"  in  my  next  opera. 
Therefore,  when  shortly  after  lunch  the  same 
singer  who  had  prevented  my  debut  in  Brus- 
sels came  to  see  me  and  told  me  that  I  had 
looked  perfectly  beautiful  and  -had  sung  per- 
fectly false  all  the  evening — perhaps  no  re- 
mark could  have  borne  better  testimony  to  my 
vocal  trueness! — I  immediately  thought:  "I 
wonder  if  I  did,"  and  was  more  wretched  than 
ever.  And  in  the  face  of  all  this  I  had  to  sing 
in  "Romeo  et  Juliette"  again  the  following 
evening! 

In  the  days  of  my  debut  the  Opera  and  its 
devotees  were  extremely  distinguished.  Only 
the  men  who  had  the  entree  to  the  most  ex- 
clusive clubs  were  subscribers,  and  only  sub- 
scribers were  admitted  behind  the  scenes. 
Some  of  these  were  most  boring,  but  many 
were  survivors  of  what  one  rarely  sees  now, 
the  real  grand  seigneur  of  the  old  school. 

The  first  time  I  sang  in  "Faust,"  I  remem- 
ber in  particular  one,  not  of  the  grand  seigneur 
variety,  who  stood  beside  me  just  as  I  was 
going  on  for  the  church  scene  and  persisted 
in  filling  my  ears  with  tales  of  how  wonderful 
a  certain  Gabrielle  Kraus  had  been  in  that 
scene,  and  how  ineffaceable  was  her  memory! 

It  was  curious  that  even  then  I  was  infin- 
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itely  more  thrilled  at  the  idea  of  acting  than  of 
singing.  I  considered  it  much  more  of  a  trib- 
ute to  be  asked :  Vous  allez  jouer  ce  soir?  (Are 
you  going  to  act  to-night?)  than  "Are  you 
going  to  sing?"  Singing  was  to  me  merely  a 
necessary  adjunct  to  opera,  and  my  idea  was 
to  become  so  perfectly  mistress  of  my  voice 
that  I  could  forget  it. 

I  made  my  debut  at  the  Opera  from  a  small 
pension  in  a  street,  then  quite  new,  leading  off 
the  Avenue  Victor  Hugo.  After  my  debut  I 
went  to  pay  my  respects  to  Madame  Marchesi, 
and  found  her  in  the  middle  of  a  class.  Once 
the  social  amenities  observed,  she  turned  to 
me  suddenly  and  asked:  "How  did  you  come 
down  here?" 

I  answered:  "By  tramway." 

"What !"  she  exclaimed,  "Mademoiselle 
Eames  de  l'Opera,  in  a  tramway!  Do  you 
mean  to  say  that  you  haven't  your  private  car- 
riage?" 

I  said :  "But  I  can't  afford  a  private  carriage. 
My  friends  all  know  what  I  make,  and  I  can- 
not bear  the  thought  of  running  into  debt." 

Her  answer,  which  was  most  characteristic 
of  her,  was:  "Well!  When  one  is  as  beautiful 
as  you  are,  one  should  be  able  to  have  every- 
thing." 
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And  it  immediately  flashed  over  me:  "What 
is  this  degrading  work  I  am  doing  that  such 
a  thing  should  be  taken  for  granted?" 

That  summer  the  Prince  of  Wales,  after- 
wards King  Edward  VII,  came  to  Paris  to  pay 
an  official  visit  to  the  exhibition.  He  naturally, 
also,  wished  to  see  at  the  Opera  what  was  then 
a  sensational  "Romeo  and  Juliet."  One  eve- 
ning when  he  was  present,  Miss  Henrietta 
King — who  had,  of  course,  met  His  Royal 
Highness  frequently  in  London,  where  her  sis- 
ter, Madame  Waddington,  was  the  wife  of  the 
French  ambassador — had  accompanied  me  to 
the  theater,  my  mother  being  ill  with  one  of 
her  bad  headaches.  As  I  was  dressing  hastily 
for  the  second  act,  a  knock  came  at  my  door 
and  a  voice  said:  "His  Royal  Highness,  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  wishes  to  pay  his  respects." 

Intensely  concentrated  upon  the  business  in 
hand  and  not  thinking,  I  called:  "He  must 
wait." 

Miss  King,  much  amused,  looked  through 
the  slightly  open  door,  saw  him  laugh  and 
heard  him  say:  "Of  course  I'll  wait." 

And  then  and  there  began  a  friendship, 
which  was  one  of  the  most  deeply  treasured  of 
my  life,  with  a  man  who  has  been  accused  of 
being    incapable    of    having    a    disinterested 
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friendship  with  a  woman.  I  should  have  had 
no  career  in  London  at  all  had  it  not  been  for 
him,  although  at  the  time  I  did  not  suspect  it. 
For  I  was  an  American  and  very  beautiful 
then — I  can  say  it  now  at  sixty — and  was  cor- 
dially disliked  by  certain  ladies  of  the  smart 
set  in  England,  who  regarded  me  as  an  abso- 
lute Puritan  and  an  idiot  because  I  had  moral 
standards  instead  of  purely  social  ones,  and 
who  went  out  of  their  way  to  hinder  my 
career  in  England.  This,  of  course,  immedi- 
ately enraged  and  disgusted  the  other  type  of 
English  lady  of  whom,  I  am  happy  to  say, 
there  were  a  great  many,  and  won  me  their 
partisanship  as  well  as  that  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  I  was  always 
deeply  grateful  to  those  who  did  everything 
in  their  power  to  hamper  my  career,  since  it 
invariably  brought  me  ten  times  more  good 
than  evil? 

Among  the  various  people  for  whom  I  sang 
at  receptions  and  large  parties  after  my  debut 
were  Prince  and  Princess  Radzivill  and  the 
great  Alexandre  Eiffel  of  Eiffel  Tower  fame. 
M.  Eiffel  proved  to  be  an  ugly,  pleasant  little 
man,  distinguished  by  a  most  amiable  manner. 

Most  of  these  private  appearances  were  un- 
eventful enough,  with  the  exception  of  one  at 
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a  huge  party  given  by  Chandon  de  Briailles, 
the  big  champagne  manufacturer  at  Epernay, 
in  honor  of  a  marriage  that  had  just  taken 
place  between  the  two  ducal  families  of  de 
Luynes  and  d'Uzes.  During  the  course  of  the 
festivities  I  was  offered  champagne  and,  never 
having  tasted  wine,  I  refused  it,  to  the  enor- 
mous amusement  of  its  famous  makers. 

One  day,  after  I  had  been  singing  publicly 
for  a  number  of  months,  one  of  the  most  bril- 
liant of  the  Paris  critics,  Victor  Wilder,  a  noted 
opera  librettist  and  a  great  writer,  said  to  me : 
"I  hope  to  live  to  see  you  find  yourself  and  for- 
get all  the  vocal  conventions  you  have  been 
taught." 

His  remark  made  a  great  impression  on  me. 
It  not  only  made  me  realize  that  I  was  not 
alone  in  recognizing  what  must  be  remedied, 
but  it  strengthened  me  in  my  resolve  not  to 
allow  myself  to  be  turned  aside  from  the  pur- 
suit of  my  ideals  by  hackneyed  tradition.  In 
fact,  my  refusal  ever  to  read  any  review — with 
the  exception  of  those  of  my  first  night — of 
any  performance  of  mine  in  the  entire  course 
of  my  career  was  based  upon  this  resolution. 

My  grandmother  once  told  me  that  I  had 
eyes  like  a  pig,  a  nose  like  the  prow  of  a  ship, 
and  a  receding  chin,  and  that  no  one  would 

93 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

ever  love  me  for  my  looks — a  good  antidote  for 
vanity.  And  as  a  result,  I  was  never  after- 
wards able  to  disabuse  myself  entirely  of  this 
impression. 

Her  fault  finding,  while  it  gave  me  a  capa- 
city for  endurance  that  certainly  helped  me  in 
my  career,  instilled  in  me  at  the  same  time  so 
many  doubts  of  myself,  and  so  much  belief  in 
the  infallibility  and  rights  of  others,  that  when 
certain  crises  arose  later,  not  only  my  health, 
but  my  very  reason,  was  endangered. 

During  the  whole  of  my  career  there  was 
among  my  friends  only  one  critic,  the  music 
critic,  Henry  T.  Finck.  Mr.  Finck  was  study- 
ing with  Professor  J.  K.  Paine  at  Harvard,  at 
the  same  time  that  I  was  illustrating  Mr. 
Paine's  lectures  there,  and  we  often  met  at  the 
home  of  the  Paines,  whom,  as  I  have  pre- 
viously said,  I  knew  very  well.  On  our  first 
trip  to  Beyreuth,  chance  made  Mr.  Finck  a 
fellow  pilgrim,  and  our  friendship  was  thus 
sealed.  Not  the  least  delightful  part  of  it  was 
that  I  had  and  have  a  great  affection  for  his 
perfectly  charming  wife. 

Few,  if  any,  of  the  critics,  however,  seemed 
to  be  aware  of  the  fact  that  I  did  not  read  their 
reviews.  After  I  had  been  singing  at  the  Met- 
ropolitan for  a  number  of  years  I  was  told,  one 
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evening  during*  the  performance,  that  Her- 
mann Kline,  the  English  critic,  was  in  the 
wings  asking  to  speak  to  me.  He  immediately 
launched  into  profuse  praises  of  my  singing, 
and  to  my  bewilderment,  began  to  revile  him- 
self for  having  written  so  many  harsh  things 
of  me  in  London,  and  implored  me  to  forgive 
him.  I  hastened  to  reassure  him,  but  I  have 
often  wondered  how  much  solace  he  got  out 
of  my  telling  him  that  I  had  nothing  to  forgive, 
and  had  never  been  hurt  because  I  had  never 
read  anything  he  had  ever  written  of  me. 

With  my  psychology,  the  line  I  took  in  the 
matter  of  the  music  commentators  was  the 
only  possible  one  for  me.  Not  being  confused 
by  many  and  divergent  opinions,  I  was  able, 
both  histrionically  and  vocally,  to  avoid  the 
stale  and  the  stereotyped.  For  instance,  one 
day  I  realized  that  I  had  fallen  into  the  habit, 
so  dear  to  Jean  de  Reszke  and  Caruso,  who 
abused  it  to  a  fault,  of  using  too  often  a  porta- 
mento effect.  I  went  home  and  got  out  all  my 
scores,  and  went  through  them,  eliminating 
every  portamento  except  those  that  were  ab- 
solutely indispensable. 

During  1889  I  sang  Juliette  on  an  average 
of  ten  times  a  month,  and  did  not  know  the 
meaning  of  fatigue.     In  the  winter  of  1889-90 
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I  added  Marguerite  to  my  repertoire.  In  the 
summer  of  1890  my  mother  decided  that  our 
vacation  should  be  spent  in  London.  Our  holi- 
day began  by  our  being  met  on  the  platform 
of  Charing  Cross  Station  by  an  acquaintance 
who  begged  me  to  save  the  evening  for  Lady 
Ardilaun  by  singing  at  a  party  which  the  lat- 
ter was  giving  in  Carlton  House  Terrace.  It 
seemed  that  the  prima  donna — hateful  word — 
upon  whom  Lady  Ardilaun  had  been  counting 
had  disappointed  her,  and  I  was  besought  to 
take  her  place. 

I  had  not  gone  prepared  to  sing  at  all;  fur- 
thermore, I  had  been  prostrated  by  seasickness 
on  the  loathsome  Channel  boat  and  felt  utterly 
unfit  to  do  anything  except  go  to  bed.  But  as 
the  clarion  call  to  battle  galvanizes  the  charger 
into  action,  so  did  this  demand  upon  my  voice 
brace  me.  When  the  evening  came  I  was  in 
splendid  condition  and  sang  as  well  as  I  had 
ever  done  in  my  short  career.  My  mother  al- 
ways used  to  call  me  her  "emergency  girl"  be- 
cause whenever  I  had  to  overcome  difficulties 
or  put  up  a  big  fight  my  voice  was  not  only 
ready,  but  I  sang  the  better  for  the  odds  being 
against  me. 

Sharing  the  program  with  me  at  that  party 
was  the  same  Mrs.  Henschel  whom  I  had  heard 
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in  recital  with  her  husband  so  often  in  Boston. 
Five  years  before  she  had  told  me,  after  an 
"audition/'  that  it  was  absurd  for  me  to  con- 
sider a  career  in  opera;  that  I  was  much  too 
old  to  begin.  I  wondered  that  evening  if  she 
remembered  the  incident  as  she  saw  the  hon- 
ors of  the  occasion  go  to  me.  In  my  heart,  I 
really  thought  she  sang  better  than  I  did  in 
spite  of  my  greater  success. 

Oscar  Wilde  was  one  of  the  guests  that 
night.  It  was  my  only  glimpse  of  him,  since  I 
was  too  young  to  have  seen  him  in  his  Bun- 
thorne  period  in  America. 

Except  for  those  two  incidents,  however, 
the  party  passed  in  more  or  less  of  a  haze  be- 
fore me.  But  afterwards  I  was  very  glad  to 
have  made  the  effort,  because  it  won  for  me  a 
true  and  treasured  friend  in  Lady  Ardilaun, 
who  remained  so  until  the  circumstances  of 
our  lives  obliged  us  to  lose  sight  of  one  another. 

After  this  event,  we  went  to  Windsor  to 
spend  the  day  with  friends,  and  in  the  after- 
noon Mr.  Story,  who  had  followed  us  to  Eng- 
land, wanted  to  show  me  certain  parts  of 
Windsor  Forest,  and  suggested  that  we  should 
go  for  a  drive  in  a  dogcart.  At  the  last  mo- 
ment, my  mother  decided  that  she  would  not 
allow  me  to  go  alone,  and,  rather  than  give  up 
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the  expedition,  I  resigned  my  place  in  the  dog- 
cart to  her  and  mounted  the  seat  behind.  It 
was  one  of  the  fashionable  high  dogcarts  of 
the  period. 

On  the  return  drive  Mr.  Story  got  down  to 
take  a  stone  out  of  one  of  the  horse's  hoofs, 
and  being  rather  cramped  from  balancing  on 
the  back  seat,  I  got  down  likewise.  The  stone 
removed  and  the  horse  made  comfortable 
again,  I  started  to  climb  back  into  my  place. 
As  I  did  so,  my  mother  inadvertently  jerked 
the  reins,  and  I  lost  my  balance  and  fell  from 
the  great  height  of  the  cart  flat  on  to  my  back 
in  the  road.  I  was  stunned,  but  apparently 
not  disabled  or  unduly  affected  by  the  fall  and 
subsequent  shock.  But  in  a  very  short  time  I 
began  to  be  inconvenienced  and,  in  spite  of  my 
vigorous  constitution  and  powers  of  recupera- 
tion, from  that  time  until  the  end  of  my  career 
I  had  to  take  infinite  care  of  myself  in  order  to 
be  able  to  pursue  my  work  at  all. 

The  last  year  of  my  engagement  at  the 
Opera  was  more  or  less  of  a  nightmare.  Upon 
my  return  from  England  the  director  told  me 
that  they  were  planning  a  revival  of  "Hamlet" 
that  season,  and  asked  me  if  I  would  sing 
Ophelia.  I  replied  that  while  I  could  sing  it, 
if  necessary,  I  did  not  consider  the  color,  qual- 
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ity  or  volume  of  my  voice  in  the  least  suited  to 
the  music  of  the  role.  Whereupon  M.  Gail- 
lard  mentioned  the  singer  who  had  prevented 
my  debut  in  Brussels  and  asked  me  what  I 
thought  of  her  interpretation  of  it.  I  told  him 
truthfully  that  I  had  heard  her  sing  it,  and 
that  she  not  only  sang,  but  looked  the  part  to 
perfection,  and  I  believed  it  would  be  impos- 
sible to  find  any  one  who  could  do  it  more 
beautifully.  He  then  asked  me  if  I  had  any 
objection  to  their  engaging  her,  and  I  said 
"No." 

M.  Gaillard  had  offered  me  a  weapon  which 
I  refused.  I  have  always  been  suspicious  of 
the  good  that  comes  of  evil  or  revenge.  In 
fact,  the  one  great  superstition  of  my  life  grew 
out  of  my  observation  of  the  curious  way  the 
repeated  attempts  of  the  singer  in  question  to 
hurt  me  always  brought  me  luck,  and  never  in 
all  my  career,  when  the  opportunity  was  given 
me — and  it  frequently  was — to  harm  her  or 
others,  did  I  take  advantage  of  it. 

I  might  add  that  I  always  felt  that,  if  I  had 
to  meet  rivalry  with  such  methods,  it  would 
indicate  that  I  had  nothing  worth  while  of  my 
own  to  give.  Not  that  I  felt  myself  superior 
to  other  singers  or  thought  that  I  sang  better, 
but    I   believed    that    sincerity   and    personal 
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worth  should  hold  their  own  without  the  aids 
of  cunning  and  intrigue. 

The  first  thing  that  she  did  upon  her  arrival 
in  Paris  was  to  proceed  to  alienate  Madame 
Marchesi,  upon  whom  she  believed  me  vocally 
dependent.  This  she  accomplished  by  leading 
Madame  Marchesi  to  believe  that  I  was  un- 
faithful to  her.  The  method  used  to  convince 
her  was  the  bringing  to  her  notice  of  articles 
I  had  neither  written  nor  even  read,  but  the 
authorship  of  which  was  attributed  to  me. 

There  was  nothing  that  I  could  do  to  avoid 
the  result  of  these  maneuvers.  Madame  was 
not  the  type  to  remember  that  there  are  al- 
ways two  sides  to  every  story.  Baron  Hauss- 
mann,  whom  we  knew  intimately,  was  entirely 
in  sympathy  with  me  in  the  matter,  but  real- 
ized as  I  did  that  nothing  could  be  done. 

At  last  the  inevitable  happened,  and  Madame 
Marchesi  sent  me  word  that  since  I  had  been 
utterly  disloyal  to  her  she  never  wished  to  see 
me  again,  nor  did  she  care  to  listen  to  any  de- 
fence that  I  might  be  ready  to  make  with  the 
idea  of  appeasing  her.  I  took  her  at  her  word, 
and  she  never  did  see  me  again — at  least,  not 
for  many  years.  The  summer  I  sang  "Aida" 
for  the  first  time  in  London  (in  which  opera 
she  heard  me),  I  met  her  there  at  the  home  of 
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an  acquaintance.  At  this  reunion  she  over- 
whelmed me  with  her  admiration  for  my  voice 
and  for  my  art. 

After  the  Marchesi  episode,  the  singer  who 
had  been  instrumental  in  upsetting  the  rela- 
tions in  this  connection,  now  turned  her  atten- 
tion to  Gounod,  so  Baron  Haussmann  told  me, 
and  begged  him  to  take  Juliette  away  from  me 
and  give  it  to  her.  But  here  she  was  not  so 
successful,  the  only  result  being  that  it  made 
my  true  friend,  Gounod,  infinitely  more  de- 
voted to  my  cause  than  before. 

Incidentally,  Baron  Haussmann  was  the 
prefect  who  planned  the  streets  of  modern 
Paris.  It  is  amazing  to  note  that,  years  before 
the  "horseless  carriage, "  his  plans  anticipated 
its  needs  and  were  made  to  relieve  the  then 
undreamed-of  traffic  congestion  of  the  present 
day.  He  was  often  attacked  by  those  who  be- 
lieved that  this  opening  out  and  changing  of 
the  Paris  streets  was  putting  a  fortune  into  his 
pocket,  and  he  often  said  to  me  sadly:  "Let 
them  wait  until  I  am  dead;  when  I  die  a  poor 
man,  as  I  shall,  they  will  realize  that  I  did  not 
feather  my  own  nest." 

Another  famous  man  who  was  criticized 
brutally  on  every  occasion,  but  who  was  not 
at  all  saddened  by  it,  as  was  Baron  Hauss- 
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mann,  was  de  Blowitz,  the  well-known  corre- 
spondent of  the  London  Times,  too  familiar  a 
figure  in  the  latter  part  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury to  need  any  identification.  He  was  a  most 
amusing  man,  enjoyed  a  joke  at  his  own  ex- 
pense, and  had  the  full  courage  of  his  convic- 
tions. The  story  is  told  of  him  that,  on  one 
occasion  at  the  play,  in  passing  in  and  out  dur- 
ing the  entr'actes  he  was  obliged  to  incom- 
mode two  ladies  who  did  not  take  this  dis- 
turbance philosophically.  The  last  time  he 
passed  them  their  grumblings  became  so  loud 
that  he  was  unable  to  ignore  them,  and  turn- 
ing towards  them  courteously,  he  said:  "La- 
dies, you  should  pity,  and  not  blame  me.  My 
corpulence  can  only  bother  you  for  a  moment, 
while  I  am  obliged  to  bear  with  it  all  the 
timer 

One  day  de  Blowitz  said  to  me:  "I  haven't 
been  attacked  for  a  whole  week.  I  must  be 
failing.  I  must  hurry  up  and  do  something 
that  will  draw  their  fire!" 

In  my  last  strenuous  year  at  the  Opera  I 
created  two  new  roles:  that  of  the  heroine  in 
"Zaire/'  by  Veronge  de  la  Nux,  and  that  of 
Colombe  in  "Ascanio,"  by  Saint-Saens.  There 
is  no  doubt  in  my  mind  that  I  was  less  effective 
in  this  second  year  than  in  my  first,  and  that  I 
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sang  less  well,  not  only  on  account  of  the  con- 
stant intrigue  which  I  encountered  at  the 
Opera,  but  also  because  of  personal  trouble 
and  anxiety. 

I  had  been  engaged  to  sing  in  London  the 
following  spring,  that  of  1891,  and  just  before 
I  left  to  fill  that  engagement  Maurice  Grau 
came  to  me  and  asked  me  to  come  to  America 
the  next  winter  and  make  one  of  a  company 
he  was  then  forming,  that  was  to  include  the 
de  Reszkes,  Lili  Lehmann,  Marie  Van  Zandt, 
Emma  Alboni,  Scalchi  and  others.  He  told 
me  he  was  intending  to  present  "Romeo  et  Ju- 
liette," "Lohengrin"  and  various  other  operas 
of  Jean's  repertoire  and  mine.  I  begged  him, 
however,  to  wait  until  after  the  London  season 
before  asking  me  to  sign  any  contract.  I  told 
him  that  I  felt  that  I  had  not  been  doing  my- 
self justice  that  last  year  in  Paris — I  had  been 
too  unhappy  for  many  reasons  to  have  the 
heart  for  work — and  that  I  believed  I  could 
make  better  terms  with  him  after  "my  success 
in  London."  He  was  much  amused  and  asked 
me  what  made  me  think  I  was  going  to  have 
"success  in  London." 

The  truth  was,  I  knew  intuitively  that  a 
change  of  environment  and  public  would  stimu- 
late me,  help  me  to  find  myself  again,  and  for- 
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get  the  nightmare  of  that  last  year  in  Paris. 

I  made  my  London  debut  in  the  role  of  Mar- 
guerite in  "Faust"  on  the  seventh  of  April, 
1891,  and  my  rash  prediction  as  to  success  was 
more  than  realized.  Upon  this  occasion  Faust 
was  sung  by  a  tenor  called  Perotti  and  Me- 
phistopheles  by  Victor  Maurel,  a  role  of  which 
he  gave  an  interesting  interpretation,  but 
which  was  not  particularly  well  suited  to  his 
voice. 

That  season  my  mother,  who  was  very  fond 
of  society,  accepted  a  great  many  invitations 
for  us,  and  I,  being  too  young  to  be  greatly 
affected  by  external  impressions  and  not 
knowing  the  meaning  of  fatigue,  enjoyed  every 
minute  of  the  social,  as  well  as  the  profes- 
sional, side  of  my  life. 

One  of  our  invitations  came  from  an  Ameri- 
can woman  bearing  one  of  the  great  titles  in 
England,  the  Duchess  of  Manchester,  nee 
Yznaga,  at  the  command  of  the  Princess  of 
Wales,  who  had  expressed  the  desire  to  meet 
me.  The  beauty  of  the  Princess  of  Wales  in 
the  days  before  she  became  Queen  Alexandra 
was  too  great,  too  lovely  for  adequate  descrip- 
tion. Upon  meeting  me  she  evinced  herself 
most  interested,  but  after  a  few  preliminary 
compliments    on    my    singing,    her    curiosity 
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seemed  to  center  on  the  question  of  whether 
or  not  I  wore  stays !  My  suppleness  evidently 
intrigued  her,  as,  in  reality,  I  wore  only  the 
merest  excuse  for  a  corset. 

Another  "command"  party,  one  given  by 
Alfred  de  Rothschild,  at  which  I  sang,  had  a 
most  interesting  inception,  of  which,  at  the 
time,  I  was  not  aware.  Before  I  had  come  to 
London,  a  lady  of  title,  and  of  most  distin- 
guished family,  holding  a  very  high  position 
at  court — and  incidentally  a  friend  of  the  arch 
enemy  who  had  prevented  my  debut  in  Brus- 
sels ! — had  gone  from  one  important  person  to 
another  begging  them  all  to  show  me  no  at- 
tentions or  do  anything  to  further  my  inter- 
ests. Among  the  many  whose  allegiance  she 
had  succeeded  in  winning  was  Alfred  de  Roths- 
child, one  of  the  most  influential  men  at  Covent 
Garden.  This  reached  the  ears  of  the  Prince 
of  Wales,  and  had  the  effect  of  a  boomerang 
as  far  as  the  enemy  was  concerned.  The 
Prince  felt  that  out  of  very  justice  he  must  be- 
friend me,  and  the  "command"  party  at  Alfred 
de  Rothschild's  followed,  at  which  were  pres- 
ent many  bearing  some  of  the  most  distin- 
guished names  in  England  at  that  day,  when 
a  title  presupposed  both  lineage  and  breeding. 

And  to  further  signify  his  attitude  in  the 
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matter,  the  Prince  of  Wales  after  the  concert 
took  me  down  to  supper — at  which  he  de- 
voured six  plover's  eggs  among  other  things — 
before  all  those  who  should  have  had  prece- 
dence. In  after  years  I  realized  that  it  was 
almost  as  if  he  had  told  my  enemies  to  keep 
hands  off.  I  have  no  doubt  that  this  gracious 
act  of  his  made  all  the  difference  in  the  world 
to  my  career  in  England.  And  it  was  most 
characteristic  of  the  Prince  that  no  suggestion 
of  what  he  had  done  for  me  ever  came  to  me 
from  him. 

It  was  during  this  period  that  I  became  filled 
with  disgust  at  that  small  set  in  England — 
fortunately  very  small — called  in  those  days 
"the  smart  set,"  or  the  "Prince  of  Wales's 
set,"  and  was  horrified  to  hear  the  discussions 
that  took  place  over  the  various  lovers  of  the 
different  ladies  of  this  set. 

I  was  not  a  prude,  but  I  was  both  fastidious 
and  chaste  in  mind,  and  such  cheapness 
shocked  me  unspeakably.  I  used  to  call  them 
"banderlog"  people  after  those  in  Kipling's 
Jungle  Book,  because  they  fouled  everything 
holy  and  misused  everything  beautiful.  Theirs 
was  the  type  of  which  Michael  Arlen  writes  so 
revealingly  to-day.    They  were  pagans,  as  one 
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of  them  himself  said,  and,  I  am  perfectly  con- 
vinced, liked  me  as  little  as  I  liked  them. 

Later,  when  Mr.  Story  became  my  husband, 
he  used  to  tell  me  that,  while  my  censorious 
attitude  toward  this  very  small  section  of 
British  society — to  which,  as  I  have  said,  I 
was  probably  as  unwelcome  as  it  was  to  me! — 
did  great  credit  to  my  heart  and  character,  it 
was  most  provincial  and  bourgeois  to  display 
it.  And  he  often  reproached  me  bitterly  for 
my  inability  to  conceal  my  disapproval  of  this 
set  and  their  ways.  At  last  I  solved  an  em- 
barrassing problem  by  refusing  to  go  to  those 
places  where  my  moral  and  social  code  would 
appear  to  my  disadvantage. 

The  Countess  of  Warwick,  a  woman  of 
great  beauty  both  of  face  and  figure,  but  with 
a  rather  disconcerted  and  unamiable  expres- 
sion, whom  I  met  in  the  Prince  of  Wales's  set, 
was  distinctly  of  them,  but  had  an  air  at  once 
so  aloof,  so  insolent  and  so  proud,  that  it  was 
a  delight  to  look  at  her  as  one  of  a  type.  All 
the  women  of  the  "banderlog"  adopted  the  at- 
titude that  they  were  above  all  moral  laws  and 
recognized  only  social  ones. 

However,  quite  apart  from  the  "smart  set/' 
I  was  able  to  make  a  few  deeply  treasured 
friends  in  England,  whom  I  saw  as  often  as 
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my  work  permitted.  I  must  admit,  however, 
that  I  had  little  opportunity  of  seeing  any  one, 
and  little  time  for  diversions  of  any  kind.  For 
if  my  professional  life  seemed  to  me  impossi- 
ble when  away  from  its  activities,  on  the  other 
hand,  a  normal  life  seemed  to  me  equally  un- 
natural in  the  middle  of  an  opera  season. 
Strangely  enough,  I  rarely  went  to  the  opera, 
but  for  relaxation  turned  to  the  theater  and 
orchestral  or  instrumental  concerts  of  all 
kinds,  apparently  wishing  to  take  my  drama 
and  my  music  in  separate  doses.  One  of  my 
forms  of  amusement  was  visiting  the  zoologi- 
cal gardens  of  whatever  city  I  happened  to  be 
staying  in,  led  there  by  my  great  love  of  ani- 
mals. For  my  walks  and  exercise,  I  went  to 
the  zoo,  and  my  acquaintances  there  far  out- 
numbered my  human  ones.  These  interests 
and  my  intense  love  of  reading  gave  me  a  very 
full  life,  and  I  did  not  realize  what  an  isolated 
one  it  was  until  I  stopped  singing. 

After  I  had  sung  Marguerite  that  first  year 
in  London,  I  sang  Elsa  in  "Lohengrin, "  and 
"Mireille,"  and  on  the  very  last  evening  of  the 
season  Desdemona  in  "Othello. "  Desdemona, 
a  role  I  had  long  coveted,  had  been  promised 
me  at  the  beginning  of  the  season,  but  Albani 
had  been  scheduled  for  a  number  of  perform- 
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ances  in  it,  and  my  opportunity  to  sing  it  did 
not  come  until  the  last  moment.  And  even 
then  the  performance  was  threatened  by  the 
differences  between  Jean  de  Reszke  and  Victor 
Maurel,  and  was  only  saved  by  Dufriche  (after- 
wards well  known  in  minor  roles  in  America 
and  as  assistant  stage  manager  at  the  Metro- 
politan) stepping  into  the  breach  and  singing 
the  role  of  Iago. 

On  the  very  day  of  this  "Othello"  perform- 
ance my  personal  affairs  came  to  a  climax. 
My  mother,  after  having  at  first  approved  of 
my  engagement  to  Mr.  Story,  now  opposed  it, 
and  during  the  whole  of  the  last  troubled  year, 
opposed  it  violently.  This  was  due  to  no  fault 
in  Mr.  Story's  attitude  towards  her — he  could 
not  have  been  more  courteous  or  considerate 
of  her — but  to  some  unknown  reason  or  rea- 
sons of  her  own  which  may  have  been  most 
sound.  But  unfortunately  for  us  both,  her 
manner  throughout  the  whole  affair  was  just 
the  one  best  calculated  to  throw  any  girl  who 
was  very  much  in  love  and  very  loyal,  straight 
into  the  arms  of  her  fiance.  At  one  time,  how- 
ever, we  did  manage  to  effect,  after  many 
stormy  sessions,  what  appeared  to  be  a  com- 
promise. I  agreed  after  the  signing  of  my 
contract  for  the  American   season  with   Mr. 
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Grau,  to  wait  two  years,  or  until  my  debts 
were  paid  (as  I  had  promised),  before  marry- 
ing Mr.  Story,  on  the  one  condition  that  my 
mother  did  not  oppose  his  going  to  America 
at  the  same  time  we  did. 

But  even  this  concession  did  not  clear  the 
atmosphere,  and,  to  make  a  long  story  short, 
the  situation  became  so  tense  by  the  end  of  the 
London  season  that  at  last  I  consented  to  go- 
ing to  the  Registrar's  office  the  day  after  the 
Desdemona  performance  and  being  married 
without  my  mother's  consent,  on  the  condition 
that  I  might  return  immediately  after  the  cere- 
mony and  tell  her.  I  wanted  no  suggestion  of 
a  runaway  match. 

The  night  of  the  "Othello"  performance — 
which  was  the  night  before  my  marriage — the 
Prince  of  Wales,  who  was  present  at  all  my 
London  performances,  came  to  see  me  during 
an  entr'acte,  and  I  confided  my  plans  to  him. 
The  Prince  was  the  only  outsider  who  knew 
of  the  impending  event,  with  the  exception  of 
our  witnesses  and  my  devoted  friend,  Miss 
Fetridge.  I  had  asked  the  latter  to  come  to 
the  house  at  which  we  were  staying  so  as  to  be 
near  Mamma. 

The  Prince  seemed  greatly  interested  and 
wanted  to  know  all  the  particulars,  and  the 
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first  letter  of  congratulation  and  the  first  pres- 
ent— a  handsome  tourmaline  brooch  elabo- 
rately set  with  diamonds — that  I  received  after 
my  marriage,  came  from  him. 

My  husband  brought  me  back  home  directly 
from  the  Registrar's.  Upon  learning  of  my 
marriage  at  the  Registrar's  my  mother  was 
irreconcilable,  and  it  was  not  until  fate  brought 
us  together  again  nine  months  later  that  we 
reached  any  sort  of  an  understanding. 

Following  our  interview  with  Mamma  I 
went  down  to  Windsor  to  stay  with  a  Miss 
Van  der  Weyer,  the  daughter  of  the  Dutch 
Minister  to  England  and  a  treasured  friend  of 
Queen  Victoria's.  His  children  were  childhood 
friends  of  the  royal  children. 

Here  I  awaited  the  second  and  final  cere- 
mony in  the  church,  hoping  that  my  mother 
would  become  sufficiently  reconciled  to  attend 
what  we  considered  the  real  marriage.  It 
must  be  confessed  that  it  was  only  through 
influence  that  we  were  able  to  have  this  sec- 
ond wedding  and  prevail  upon  the  Vicar  of 
Bray  to  officiate,  for  only  one  ceremony  is 
looked  upon  as  admissible  in  England,  and  the 
whole  affair  was  most  irregular.  However, 
we  managed,  and  three  days  after  our  mar- 
riage at  the  Registrar's  office,  Mr.  Story  came 
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down  from  London,  and  we  were  married  for 
the  second  time,  at  Bray  Church. 

We  went  to  Oxford  for  our  wedding  jour- 
ney, and  here  we  were  pursued  by  a  newspaper 
reporter  who  had  somehow  got  wind  of  the 
whole  affair.  We  caught  a  glimpse  of  him  on 
the  day  of  our  arrival  and  did  our  best  to 
avoid  him.  But  at  midnight  we  were  awak- 
ened by  the  hotel  porter  pounding  on  the  door 
and  saying  to  my  husband:  "There  is  a  gentle- 
man downstairs  who  has  been  inquiring  for 
you  all  day  and  seems  to  know  you.  He  has 
just  been  brought  in  intoxicated  by  two  men 
of  the  town.    What  shall  we  do  with  him?" 

You  can  well  imagine  where  Mr.  Story  told 
them  to  take  him! 

After  a  week  at  Oxford,  we  spent  a  few 
days  with  a  friend  of  ours,  Gery  Cullum,  at 
Hardwick  House,  his  beautiful  place  near 
Bury  St.  Edmunds.  Gery  Milner  Gibson  was 
the  son  of  the  man  who  inaugurated  the  penny 
post  in  England,  but  upon  inheriting  Hard- 
wick House  he  had  been  obliged  to  add  the 
name  of  his  maternal  grandmother  to  his  own, 
making  it  Gery  Milner  Gibson  Cullum. 

Bury  St.  Edmunds,  where  lie  the  relics  of  the 
martyred  king,  Edmund  of  East  Anglia,  who 
was  killed  by  the  arrows  of  the  Danes  in  870, 
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will  be  remembered  as  the  place  immortalized 
by  Dickens  in  Pickwick  Papers:  and  during 
our  stay  at  Hardwick  House — which,  by  the 
way,  has  just  fallen  to  the  Crown  in  default 
of  heirs — we  went  to  the  famous  Angel  Inn 
and  found  it  little  changed  from  the  days  of 
our  delightful  Pickwick. 

Our  wedding  journey  next  took  us  to  Paris, 
to  the  little  house  with  the  large  studio  and 
charming  garden  at  7  Place  des  Etats  Unis, 
on  which  site  we  later  built  the  delightful 
house  which  stands  there  to-day,  but  which  I 
no  longer  own. 

It  was  to  the  little  house  with  the  garden, 
however,  that  Whistler  often  came  during  the 
early  years  of  my  married  life.  The  first  time 
he  ever  dined  with  us  he  was  an  hour  late. 
Planning  on  having  dinner  served  at  eight- 
fifteen,  I  had  asked  him  to  come  at  eight 
o'clock.  Just  sixty  minutes  after  the  time  ap- 
pointed, when  the  dinner  was  more  of  a  ruin 
than  a  dinner,  he  arrived  in  a  most  amiable 
mood  with  Mrs.  Whistler,  and  announced  that 
he  never  dined  before  nine.  It  evidently  had 
never  occurred  to  him  that  he  might  have  stood 
a  much  better  chance  of  getting  an  unspoiled 
dinner  had  he  made  this  grandiloquent  state- 
ment of  his  habit  in  the  matter  of  dining  at  the 
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time  he  received  the  invitation,  instead  of  upon 
his  arrival.  He  was  a  past  master  at  making 
a  mint  julip.  Even  Maryland,  the  home  of 
that  delicious  drink,  I  learned  later,  could  not 
produce  a  better  one. 

For  all  his  sharp  tongue,  I  never  found 
Whistler  anything  but  most  delightful  and 
amusing.  His  wit,  although  caustic  and  mer- 
ciless, was  so  spontaneous,  so  devoid  of  spite 
or  bitterness  or  any  ugly  depth  of  feeling,  so 
obviously  intended  to  amuse,  that  one  could 
not  help  enjoying  it.  He  himself  always 
seemed  perfectly  delighted  at  the  setting  off 
of  these  conversational  fireworks.  The  Whist- 
lers lived  in  an  enchanting  pavilion  or  small 
house  with  a  very  large  garden  to  which  one 
gained  access  by  crossing  two  immense  court- 
yards. Because  of  these  courtyards  and  the 
great  garden,  the  house  was  so  shut  away  from 
the  turmoil  of  the  city  that,  once  in  it  one 
might  well  imagine  oneself  to  be  in  the  heart 
of  the  country. 

From  Paris — to  continue  our  wedding  jour- 
ney— we  went  to  St.  Moritz,  in  order  that  I 
might  be  presented  to  Mr.  Story's  father  and 
mother,  who  were  living  in  a  villa  which  they 
had  built  there.  Ours  was  quite  a  different 
journey  from  that  one  takes  to-day.    We  went 
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by  rail  to  Choir,  or  Chur,  and  from  thence  by 
diligence  to  St.  Moritz,  taking  hours  for  the 
drive.  The  slowness  of  the  locomotion,  how- 
ever, gave  us  plenty  of  time  to  enjoy  the  mag- 
nificent scenery  through  which,  in  this  day 
and  age,  we  are  hurled  with  lightning  rapidity. 

Upon  our  arrival  at  St.  Moritz  I  found  my 
mother-in-law  a  woman  of  heart  and  under- 
standing and  wit.  It  was  a  case  of  love  at  first 
sight  with  both  of  us,  a  love  which  lasted  until 
the  day  of  her  death  in  the  winter  of  1894. 

After  a  delightful  visit  in  St.  Moritz,  we 
drove  through  the  Julia  pass  down  into  Italy 
to  Chiavenna — my  first  glimpse  of  that  land 
of  enchantment  and  beauty — and  then  on  to 
Como,  where  we  saw  a  performance  of  the  then 
new  opera  "Cavalleria  Rusticana,"  in  which 
Mr.  Grau  had  told  me  I  might  possibly  sing  in 
America.  From  Como  we  journeyed  to  Ven- 
ice, where  we  were  guests  at  the  Palazzo  Rez- 
zonico,  then  owned  by  our  friends,  the  Brown- 
ings. "Pen"  Browning,  it  will  be  remembered, 
was  the  only  son  of  the  poets.  Pen  Brown- 
ing, christened  Robert  Barrett  Browning,  hav- 
ing been  born  in  the  Palazzo  Guidi  in  Florence 
in  the  shadow  of  the  Apennines,  was  called 
Pen — Penino — by  his  father  and  mother  and 
intimates. 
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Venice  was  a  dreamy,  poetic  place  in  those 
days.  The  only  steam  driven  boat — one  which 
united  Venice  with  the  Lido — was  followed, 
on  each  of  its  daily  trips,  by  the  imprecations 
of  the  Venetians,  who  saw  in  it  the  beginning 
of  the  desecration  of  their  beloved  city.  Every 
one  has  his  motor  boat  now  as  well  as  his  gon- 
dola, and,  though  the  beauty  of  the  place  re- 
mains triumphant,  and  always  will,  the  poetry 
of  life  as  it  was  lived  then  is  gone,  as  is  the 
poetry  in  most  things  nowadays. 

The  days  we  spent  in  that  lovely  old  Palazzo, 
in  delightful  companionship  with  the  Pen 
Brownings  and  their  friends,  are  among  my 
most  beautiful  and  peaceful  memories.  I  de- 
voted an  hour  or  two  each  day  to  studying 
"Cavalleria  Rusticana"  in  the  gorgeous  monu- 
mental ballroom,  and  then  passed  the  late 
afternoon  and  the  cool  of  the  evening  floating 
in  a  gondola  through  the  little  canals  and  la- 
goons. An  occasional  evening  was  spent  on 
the  Piazza,  where,  between  crenelations  of  the 
surrounding  palace  walls  and  the  beautiful 
San  Marco  campanile,  we  could  see  the  Italian 
sky  as  blue  as  by  day. 

We  returned  to  Paris  from  Venice  in  order 
that  I  might  get  the  necessary  clothes  and  cos- 
tumes ready  for  my  first  American  season. 

116 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

This  season  opened  in  Chicago  in  November. 
Mr.  Grau  had  chosen  Chicago  for  the  opening 
on  the  theory  that  if  we  appeared  first  in  Chi- 
cago, that  city  would  receive  us  without  preju- 
dice, whereas,  if  we  played  first  in  New  York 
and  were  successful,  Chicago  would  instantly 
adopt  a  most  critical  and  belligerent  attitude 
toward  us.  New  York,  he  knew,  would  form 
her  own  opinion  regardless  and  without  any 
danger  of  being  biased. 

I  had  signed  with  Mr.  Grau  for  this  Chicago 
season  and  the  one  to  follow  in  New  York,  but 
had  refused,  upon  making  the  contract  in  Lon- 
don, to  commit  myself  to  a  possible  supple- 
mentary tour  of  from  two  weeks  to  a  month 
that  was  to  include  Boston.  Mr.  Grau,  I  felt, 
would  give  me  the  same  fee  for  this  supple- 
mentary tour — and  not  a  very  great  one  it  was 
— if  I  made  good  in  Chicago  and  New  York, 
without  my  signing  up  for  it,  and  that,  should 
I  have  a  great  success,  he  would  give  me  a 
larger  one  if  he  were  unhampered  by  any  pre- 
vious arrangement;  and  this  is  exactly  what 
he  did. 

Ours  was  an  opera  company  of  stars.  All 
the  artists — whose  names  have  already  been 
mentioned — were  well  established  in  the  oper- 
atic world,  and  had  through  merit  won  very 
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high  positions.  This  period,  indeed,  was 
known  as  "the  Golden  Age  of  art,"  for  "all- 
star  casts"  were  drawn  up  for  the  theatrical  as 
well  as  the  operatic  stage.  When  in  London, 
Bram  Stoker — so  many  years  manager  of  the 
Lyceum  Theater,  and  known  also  as  the  au- 
thor of  the  novel  Dracula — put  at  my  disposal 
a  box  for  the  famous  temple  of  art,  and  one  of 
the  most  memorable  performances  I  saw  there 
was  of  Shakespeare's  "Henry  VIII,"  in  which 
Ellen  Terry  played  the  role  of  Catherine  of 
Aragon;  Irving,  Cardinal  Wolsey;  Arthur 
Bouchier,  that  of  Henry  VIII,  and  the  incom- 
parable Forbes  Robertson  took  the  part  of  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham. 

In  Grau's  "star  company,"  to  the  astonish- 
ment of  every  one,  and  to  my  own  more  than 
anybody's,  I,  who  was  comparatively  a  be- 
ginner, proved  to  be  the  greatest  drawing  card 
of  the  season. 

We  sang  numberless  performances  of  what 
was  then  called  the  "ideal  Faust"  to  a  public 
that  was  insatiable.  The  cast  of  this  "ideal 
Faust"  included  Jean  de  Reszke  as  Faust, 
Edouard  de  Reszke  as  Mephistopheles,  Scalchi 
as  Siebel,  Lasalles  as  Valentin,  the  famous  Ma- 
tilde  Baumeister  the  ubiquitious,  as  Martha, 
and   myself   as   Marguerite.      In   addition   to 

118 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

"Faust,"  I  sang  in  "Lohengrin"  and  "Romeo 
and  Juliet" — both  with  Jean  de  Reszke — and 
my  only  season  in  "Cavalleria  Rusticana." 

On  this,  my  first  return  visit  to  America,  I 
found  New  York  society  perfectly  enchanting. 
There  was  so  much  life  and  gayety  in  it  that 
one  was  filled  with  energy  by  its  very  contact, 
and  yet  there  was  just  enough  of  intimacy  be- 
tween its  members  to  make  it  homelike,  an 
atmosphere  that  endured  only  so  long  as  it 
was  protected  by  what  has  been  called  the 
stiffness  and  exclusiveness  of  New  York  so- 
ciety in  the  nineties.  Those  were  the  days 
when  the  Patriarchs'  balls  (which  not  a  great 
while  later  were  abandoned  because  the  social 
climbers  who  had  wormed  their  way  in  by 
hook  or  by  crook  at  last  made  them  hopelessly 
promiscuous)  flourished  in  all  their  glory.  The 
horse  show  was  another  of  those  erstwhile 
delightful  events,  where  the  outsiders,  instead 
of  getting  into  society  by  usurping  the  boxes 
as  they  had  hoped,  only  pushed  society  out  and 
changed  the  entire  character  of  the  institution. 

Almost  all  of  the  old  names  that  were  prom- 
inent in  the  latter  part  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury have  disappeared  from  the  columns  de- 
voted to  social  matters  in  the  newspapers. 
Those  that  are  there  now  are  the  names  of 
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people  of  other  cities  who  have  since  estab- 
lished themselves  in  New  York,  and  constitute 
a  social  group  that  is  possibly  as  charming  and 
as  amusing  as  the  one  I  knew,  but  that  does 
not,  I  am  certain,  possess  the  same  fine  charac- 
ter of  simplicity  and  intimacy. 

As  I  went  to  America  a  bride,  many  dinners 
were  given  in  my  honor  in  New  York.  During 
that  first  season  I  went  out  oftener  than  I  ever 
did  at  any  future  time,  as  I  was  too  inexperi- 
enced to  realize  I  needed  to  save  my  strength. 

One  of  the  most  charming  of  the  many 
houses  where  I  was  entertained  was  that  of 
those  delightful  hostesses,  Miss  Callender  and 
Miss  de  Forest — lovers  of  music  and  the  arts, 
and  haters  of  bores.  During  my  first  winter  in 
New  York  I  lived  at  the  St.  James's  Hotel 
across  Broadway  from  Delmonico's  on  26th 
Street.  These  ladies  occupied  an  apartment 
on  Fifth  Avenue  between  59th  and  60th 
Streets.  In  a  horse-drawn  vehicle  it  was  quite 
a  journey  to  get  there.  When,  however,  they 
moved  to  a  large  and  beautiful  apartment  in 
the  Tiffany  building  in  East  72nd  Street,  one 
had  to  allow  a  full  half-hour  for  the  journey. 
I  could  devote  a  long  chapter  to  the  changes 
that  have  occurred  in  New  York  in  the  inter- 
vening years. 
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Miss  Callender  and  Miss  de  Forest  gave  the 
most  delightful  musical  parties  in  this  new 
apartment,  which  was  perfectly  arranged  for 
the  purpose.  There  was  an  immense  music 
room  and  a  small  room  on  the  ground  floor, 
and  up  a  few  steps  a  very  large  dining  room. 
All  their  living  rooms  were  on  the  floor  above 
and  were  reached  by  the  staircase  leading  to 
the  dining  room,  which  continued  up  to  a  big 
landing  with  a  balcony,  where  we  sat  when  we 
had  been  dining  in  intimacy.  These  were  cer- 
tainly brilliant  gatherings,  and  the  most  re- 
cherches  in  New  York;  not  only  were  they  re- 
cherches,  but  they  were  also  amusing,  the  gay- 
ety  of  the  occasions  being  not  a  little  caused  by 
the  charm  and  cordiality  of  the  hostesses,  es- 
pecially of  Miss  Callender,  who  had  the  social 
gift  and  a  particularly  gracious  way  of  dis- 
pensing hospitality,  receiving  her  guests  with 
the  unconscious  and  natural  air  of  a  person 
enjoying  herself.  She  sang  as  an  amateur,  and 
although  I  never  heard  her  sing,  the  photo- 
graphs presented  to  her  by  such  artists  as 
Lili  Lehmann,  bearing  dedications  in  praise 
of  her  talent,  are  sufficient  proof  to  me  of  the 
fact  of  her  gifts. 

In  1892  Mrs.  Marshall  O.  Roberts  married 
Colonel  Ralph  Vivian,  and  the  three  colonels 
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— Colonel  Vivian,  Colonel  Larking  and  Colo- 
nel Stracey — were  much  sought  after  in  New 
York  society.  Mrs.  Astor  was  living  in  her 
down-town  house  on  Fifth  Avenue,  many  years 
before  the  new  one  opposite  Central  Park  was 
built,  now  in  turn  destroyed.  The  first-men- 
tioned house  was  a  miracle  of  richness  and 
hideousness,  but  in  it  she  entertained  her 
friends  in  the  real  old-fashioned  way.  Colonel 
Stracey  dining  there,  was  asked  by  his  neigh- 
bor if  he  did  not  find  the  dining  room  beauti- 
ful. He  deliberately  laid  down  his  knife  and 
fork,  screwed  in  his  eyeglass,  and,  carefully  ex- 
amining the  room,  replied:  "If  you  ask  my  can- 
did opinion,  I  think  it's  d — d  ugly!" 

In  using  the  term  "exclusive, "  I  do  not  do 
so  in  a  snobbish  way.  Certain  sets  of  people, 
by  tradition  and  environment,  end  by  living 
together  in  a  circle  of  a  certain  intimacy  and 
freedom,  almost  as  one  family.  Post-war  con- 
ditions have  proved  to  us  that  internationalism 
is  an  ignorant  optimist's  dream.  Even  in  one's 
own  country  we  find  some  metal  that  one's 
melting  pot  has  no  effect  upon.  Certain  strata 
of  society,  in  its  larger  sense,  are  units  one  can- 
not mix  with  one  another  and  keep  the  same 
in  character.  I  would  not  presume  to  say  that 
the  character  of  "smart"  society  is  the  only 
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desirable  one.  I  only  say  that  by  mixing,  it 
ceases  to  be  what  it  was  and  acquires  totally 
different  characteristics,  to  which  those  of  the 
old  school  of  education  and  tradition  find  it 
difficult  to  adapt  themselves. 

The  so-called  (by  Ward  McAllister  himself, 
by  the  way)  Four  Hundred  of  New  York  so- 
ciety, were  intensely  amused  by  this  snobbish 
appellation,  and  as  much  so  by  a  "character" 
of  that  period  called  Brown,  whose  business  it 
was  to  announce  the  carriages  at  social  func- 
tions. It  was  said  that  he  was  heard  calling 
one  after  another:  "Mrs.  So-and-So's  carriage/' 

and  at  last:  "Mrs.  's  hired  cab  stops  the 

way!" 

It  was  during  these  last  years  of  a  fine  old 
century  that  Maurice  Bagby  established  the 
nucleus  of  the  now  famous  and  enormously 
successful  Bagby  concerts  by  inviting  a  few 
friends  to  hear  some  artist  of  his  acquaintance 
in  a  little  impromptu  concert.  The  audiences 
of  these  at  first  were  very  small  and  extremely 
exclusive,  but  the  idea  proved  so  successful 
that  Mr.  Bagby  was  compelled  to  move  his 
concerts  to  the  Waldorf  Astoria  in  order  to 
accommodate  his  guests,  and  here  he  charged 
an  entrance  fee.  Such  was  his  generalship  and 
tact  that  these  musicales  never  lost  their  dis- 
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tinction  even  with  their  increased  popularity. 
Their  success  continues  through  the  passing 
years. 

It  was  in  the  early  nineties,  too,  that  Del- 
monico's  was  one  of  the  most  delightful  places 
in  which  to  meet  one's  friends  or  acquaint- 
ances. There  were  two  dining  rooms  on  the 
main  floor,  the  one  on  the  right  of  the  entrance 
being  the  haven  of  business  men  who  wanted 
to  eat,  smoke  and  talk,  undisturbed,  and  the 
other  on  the  left,  the  meeting  place  of  those 
who  were  ready  to  take  life  less  seriously. 
These  were  never  noisy  or  overcrowded,  and 
in  them  one  was  served  delicious  food,  as  de- 
licious as  any  in  France,  by  servants  perfectly 
trained.  Unfortunately,  the  curious  and  the 
"trippers"  and  the  climbers  soon  transformed 
this  delightful  place  into  a  bedlam.  To-day, 
most  of  the  old-time  restaurants  have  been 
driven  out  of  business  by  prohibition  or  jazz 
or  the  Charleston.  And,  as  it  is  with  the  res- 
taurants, so  is  it  with  the  concerts  and  concert 
halls:  quantity  and  not  quality  is  the  rule. 

I  was  always  supposed  to  have  gone  out  a 
great  deal  in  society.  But  the  contrary  was 
the  case  after  my  first  season.  In  the  first 
place,  I  was  not  strong  enough  to  endure  the 
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excitement  of  my  career  and  the  fireworks  it 
set  off  inside  me,  to  see  all  the  beautiful  things 
or  to  do  all  the  reading  I  wanted  to  do,  to  have 
the  long  intervals  of  quiet  and  solitude  so  ab- 
solutely essential  to  me  in  my  work,  and  at  the 
same  time  to  lead  a  strenuous  social  life.  In 
the  second  place,  during  my  whole  career  I 
never  wasted  a  moment  on  the  lion  hunter.  I 
realized  that  as  long  as  I  was  successful  such 
people  would  flock  around  me  and  waste  my 
strength  with  their  parties  and  petty  affairs; 
but  at  the  same  time  I  knew  perfectly  well  that, 
should  my  success  wane  or  I  show  signs  of  fa- 
tigue, they  would  be  the  first  to  say:  "Emma 
Eames  is  beginning  to  lose  ground."  To  the 
public  that  had  been  so  appreciative  and  help- 
ful and  had  the  right  to  the  best  I  could  give, 
I  felt  I  owed  all  my  strength;  to  the  friends 
who  loved  me  sincerely  I  owed  my  love  and 
companionship  in  as  far  as  my  life  would  allow 
it;  but  to  the  hysteric  mob  that  would  follow 
a  celebrated  criminal  as  willingly  as  a  great 
singer,  I  felt  I  had  nothing  to  give.  Therefore, 
I  never  became  a  "social  butterfly." 

On  the  tour  following  our  New  York  and 
Chicago  season,  the  Boston  Opera  House  was 
unavailable  for  some  reason,  and  our  perform- 
ances were  given  at  Mechanics  Hall  in  Bos- 
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ton,  whose  stage  was  tiny  and  auditorium 
mammoth. 

Grau  had  engaged  Patti  for  one  performance 
in  Boston.  She  sang  at  the  matinee— I  have 
forgotten  in  what  opera — preceding  the  eve- 
ning performance  of  our  "ideal  Faust,"  and 
was  most  annoyed,  Mr.  Grau  told  me,  to  see 
that  in  spite  of  her  great  name  and  her  great 
gifts,  she  had  not  drawn  as  big  a  house  as  ours. 
This  was  due,  of  course,  to  the  fact  that  we 
were  the  novelty,  the  new  craze,  and  an  un- 
usual stellar  combination,  while  the  perform- 
ance in  which  she  sang  depended  upon  her 
drawing  powers  alone.  It  was  unbelievable  to 
me,  notwithstanding,  after  having  since  my 
teens  worshiped  Patti  and  her  greatness  as 
the  unattainable,  and  never  dreaming  of  rival- 
ing her,  to  find  myself  playing  to  a  bigger 
house  than  hers  the  very  first  time  I  met  her 
on  her  own  ground. 

Patti  came  of  the  old-style  school  of  singing, 
in  which  people  learned  certain  vocal  stunts 
and  did  them  over  and  over  again  without 
variation.  Owing  to  this,  and  to  the  fact  that 
she  never  put  any  strain  upon  her  voice,  never 
had  an  atom  of  bad  teaching  and  had  had  a 
perfect  vocal  placement  to  begin  with,  her 
voice  remained  a  perfect  instrument  to  the  end. 
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The  only  change  was  the  loss  of  a  few  high 
notes;  otherwise  her  scale  retained  the  same 
limpid,  beautiful  quality  that  had  made  her 
famous,  until  the  last  day  of  her  career. 

The  night  of  our  famous  "Faust"  perform- 
ance that  so  annoyed  her  was  one  of  terrific 
snow,  and  yet  the  crowd,  that  had  had  to  rely 
upon  a  most  erratic  street-car  service  for  trans- 
portation, filled  the  house  to  overflowing  and 
was  wildly  enthusiastic.  There  were  over  six 
thousand  people  present.  As  we  came  out  of 
the  stage  door  after  the  performance,  we  found 
the  entire  street  blocked  with  people  waiting 
knee-deep  in  the  snow  to  see  us  pass.  It  could 
not  have  been  a  happier  return  to  the  city  of 
my  early  studies  and  girlhood  associations. 

I  made  a  most  advantageous  contract  with 
Mr.  Grau  for  the  season  of  1892-93  before  sail- 
ing for  Paris,  where  we  stayed  a  short  while 
and  then  went  to  London  for  the  season  there. 

Thus,  at  the  conclusion  of  the  winter  1891- 
92,  since  leaving  the  Paris  Opera  I  had  been 
married,  had  sung  my  first  London  season,  my 
first  American  season,  and  had  paid  every  cent 
of  my  indebtedness. 

Incidentally,  this  same  winter  also  saw  me 
have  a  bank  account  that  was  entirely  my  own, 
and  draw  my  first  check.    Hitherto  my  mother 
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had  never  allowed  me  to  have  a  separate  ac- 
count or  to  know  how  much  I  had.  In  fact, 
I  had  never  been  given  any  but  the  haziest  idea 
of  my  financial  affairs  until  that  winter.  When 
my  uncle,  General  Thomas  Hyde,  of  Civil  War 
fame,  decided  that  I  must  have  my  chance  in 
Boston,  he  and  my  mother  made  all  the  ar- 
rangements without  taking  me  into  their  con- 
fidence. And  then,  after  we  left  Boston  and 
went  to  Paris,  my  mother  assumed  the  man- 
agement and  control  of  all  moneys;  and  it  was 
not  until  my  marriage  on  August  i,  1891,  that 
I  had  the  handling  of  the  money  which  I  had 
earned. 

During  my  second  London  season,  in  the 
summer  of  1892,  I  sang  a  role  for  the  first  time 
which  I  believe  came  to  be  much  associated 
with  my  name  in  later  years,  that  of  the  Count- 
ess in  the  "Nozze  di  Figaro. "  In  addition  to 
the  Countess,  I  created  the  principal  role,  that 
of  Yasodara,  in  de  Lara's  "Light  of  Asia,"  with 
Victor  Maurel  as  Buddha.  The  "Light  of 
Asia"  was  de  Lara's  first  essay  at  writing 
opera,  and  proved  to  be  a  most  touching,  melo- 
dious and  poetic  work.  Unfortunately,  owing 
to  de  Lara's  inexperience  in  orchestration,  it 
was  not  so  effective  on  the  stage  as  it  was  in 
a  room. 
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When  the  season  in  London  was  over  we 
went  directly  to  Italy  to  join  Mr.  Story's 
mother,  who  was  spending  the  summer  in  Val- 
lombrosa  instead  of  St.  Moritz,  because  the 
altitude  of  the  latter  had  proved  too  great  for 
her.  She  was  with  her  daughter,  the  Marchesa 
Peruzzi  de  Medici,  whose  husband,  Simone 
Peruzzi,  completely  fulfilled  my  ideal  of  the 
grand  seigneur.  He  was  a  man  of  great  sim- 
plicity and  feeling,  with  a  very  genuine  love  of 
the  forest  and  all  nature.  He  was,  incidentally, 
the  direct  descendant  of  the  family  of  bankers 
and  exporters  that  was  ruined  in  the  reign  of 
Edward  II  by  the  loss  in  a  hurricane  of  many 
of  its  vessels  laden  with  spices  and  silks  and 
all  manner  of  treasures  from  the  Far  East; 
and  by  the  repudiation  on  the  part  of  England 
of  the  debt  to  which  she  had  pledged  the 
Crown  at  the  time  of  the  Battle  of  Crecy,  the 
military  preparations  for  which  had  been 
financed  by  the  Peruzzi.  Mr.  Gladstone,  who 
was  a  friend  of  the  Storys,  tried  to  do  some- 
thing about  the  matter,  but,  although  England 
recognized  that  the  debt  incurred  at  Crecy  ex- 
isted, she  said  that  it  would  take  all  the  gold 
in  Great  Britain,  India,  and  all  the  colonies  to 
pay  it  with  compound  interest. 

This  family  of  bankers  and  importers  had 
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married  into  the  Medici  family  before  the  day 
of  the  Grand  Dukes  of  Tuscany.  My  husband's 
brother-in-law,  Simone  Peruzzi  de  Medici,  was 
in  no  way  descended  from  the  great  Medicis 
in  the  main  line.  He  used  to  say  that  the  Pe- 
ruzzi were  merchant  princes  in  the  Florentine 
Republic  while  the  Medicis  were  still  rolling 
pills!  The  Peruzzi  arms  may  be  seen  on  the 
fagade  of  the  Duomo  in  Florence  with  those  of 
the  other  great  families  of  Tuscany. 

The  house  in  which  we  lived  at  Vallom- 
brosa  was  a  hunting  box  belonging  to  the 
Medici  family  (specifically  the  Great  Dukes 
of  Florence)  which  had  become  the  property 
of  the  state,  from  whom  the  Peruzzi  had 
leased  it  for  a  nominal  sum  and  made  it  over 
into  a  simple,  but  thoroughly  comfortable, 
summer  home.  Like  all  Italian  houses  of  that 
period,  the  entrance  hall  was  enormous  and 
rilled  almost  the  entire  area  of  the  building". 
It  was  stone  flagged,  and  was  made  not  only 
to  receive  guests,  but  to  house  most  of  the  ve- 
hicles that  were  in  use.  In  rainy  weather  one 
could  drive  in,  receive  passengers  and  turn 
round.  And  there  is  nothing  cramped  about 
a  hall  in  which  one  can  turn  a  span  of  horses 
and  a  carriage! 

As  this  house  belonged  to  the  state,  was  part 
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of  the  property  of  the  domain  of  Vallombrosa; 
and  could  not  be  bought,  the  Peruzzi  had  pur- 
chased, not  far  from  it,  and  surrounded  by  the 
forest  of  Vallombrosa,  a  little  peasant  house 
delightfully  situated  on  a  piece  of  free  land. 
To  this  they  added  a  number  of  rooms.  That 
they  were  able  to  find  this  purchasable  bit  of 
property  in  the  very  heart  of  this  state-owned 
place  was  due  to  a  peculiar  law  about  land  in 
Italy,  which  we  were  to  encounter  later  when 
we  came  to  buy  the  ground  on  which  we  built. 
This  law  permits  one  to  buy  a  large  area  of 
land  as  such,  but  within  that  area  dozens  of 
peasants  may  still  own  plots  and  retain  title 
and  dispose  of  their  property  to  you  separately, 
if  they  wish,  after  the  principal  transaction  is 
completed. 

Mr.  Story's  sister,  the  Marchesa,  had  three 
children,  two  of  whom  were  at  those  extremely 
interesting  and  amusing  ages  of  eleven  and 
fourteen,  respectively.  With  them  we  roamed 
the  forest  of  Vallombrosa  in  fustian  clothes 
the  whole  day  long.  And  in  the  evening  they 
would  act  the  most  amusing  charades  for  us, 
displaying  a  genuine  gift  for  comedy  and  not 
a  little  histrionic  ability. 

At  the  end  of  this  happy  summer  with  my 
husband's  family  and  just  as  Julian  and  I  were 
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preparing  to  return  to  Paris  and  I  was  begin- 
ning to  look  forward  eagerly  to  my  next  sea- 
son, we  heard  that  the  Metropolitan  Opera 
House  had  been  gutted  by  fire,  and  that  there 
would  be  no  American  season! 


IV 

SHORTLY  after  I  heard  of  the  burning  of 
the  Metropolitan  I  was  taken  ill,  and 
the  autumn  of  1892  was  spent  under  the 
care  of  a  physician.  I  have  never  had  any  de- 
sire to  excite  compassion  in  the  hearts  of 
either  my  friends  or  my  public.  One  who  is 
pitied  is  never  fully  believed  in  or  admired. 
But  during  my  entire  career  I  never  knew  a 
day  without  pain,  and  my  private  life  was  not 
a  happy  one.  Yet  I  believe  I  can  congratulate 
myself  on  having  impressed  all  who  knew  me 
as  always  being  perfectly  well  and  perfectly 
happy. 

Between  my  illness,  the  canceled  American 
season,  the  knowledge  that  all  the  money  I  had 
earned  had  gone  to  pay  my  debts,  and  my 
anxiety  as  to  when  I  could  or  would  sing 
again,  that  autumn  of  1892  managed  to  be  a 
most  depressing  one — so  much  so,  that  when 
I  received  an  offer,  at  the  end  of  November, 
to  go  to  Spain  to  sing  Elsa  in  "Lohengrin"  in 
December,  I  accepted  immediately,  and  got  up 
from  my  bed  in  order  to  fill  the  engagement,  a 
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rash  proceeding  for  which  I  was  to  pay  in  full 
later. 

This  month's  engagement  in  Spain,  in  spite 
of  the  effort  it  entailed,  proved  to  have  many 
compensations.  One  of  them  was  that  a  most 
charming  woman,  Madame  de  Osma,  whom  I 
had  met  at  Mrs.  Post's  in  Paris,  and  with 
whom  I  had  formed  a  friendship,  was  in  Spain 
at  the  time  and  introduced  Julian  and  me  to 
some  of  the  most  delightful  people  in  Madrid, 
including  the  Duchesse  de  Sesto,  the  Duques 
de  Santonia,  the  Marquesa  Manzanedo,  the 
Due  and  Duchesse  d'Albe,  and  Sir  Henry 
Drummond  Woolfe,  the  British  Ambassador, 
and  we  were  widely  entertained. 

Madame  de  Osma  was  the  daughter  of  the 
Conde  de  Valencia,  and  the  Count,  interest- 
ingly enough,  was  not  'her  father,  but  her 
mother,  a  paradox  brought  about  by  the  Salic 
law  in  Spain,  which  permits  the  women  of  a 
family  to  inherit  title  failing  a  male  heir.  Her 
father's  name  was  Crook.  He  was  the  same 
who  was  responsible  for  the  wonderful  collec- 
tion of  swords  and  armor  and  other  accouter- 
ments  of  war  on  exhibition  at  the  Armeria  in 
Madrid.  This  collection  contains  an  eques- 
trian statue  in  wood  of  Charles  V,  wearing  his 
authentic  costume  of  the  period  and  in  full 
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armor,  the  horse  also  being  in  complete  war 
panoply.  It  also  comprises  the  sedan  chair  in 
which  Philip  II  used  to  travel  from  Madrid  to 
the  Escurial,  and  the  beautiful  tent  of  Francis 
I,  which  was  captured  at  the  Battle  of  Pavia. 

Our  Spanish  hosts  gave  several  unique  par- 
ties for  us.  After  my  first  performance  in 
"Lohengrin,"  the  artist  Madrazo  arranged  a 
musical  evening  at  his  studio  at  which  several 
gypsy  women  who  had  heard  me  the  night  be- 
fore as  Elsa,  demonstrated  in  turn  for  me  their 
art  of  singing.  During  the  course  of  the  after- 
noon one  of  these  gypsy  singers  offered  me  a 
glass  of  wine,  which  I  was  about  to  refuse 
when  I  caught  my  host  surreptitiously  signal- 
ing me  to  drink  it.  He  afterwards  explained 
that  had  I  not  done  so  the  singers  would  have 
been  gravely  affronted,  would  have  considered 
that  I  wished  to  indicate  that  I  despised  them, 
and  would  probably  have  left  the  house  at  once. 

On  the  informal  program  with  these  gyp- 
sies was  a  beautiful,  tall,  slender  young  woman 
from  Seville,  who  danced  for  us.  She  was 
lovely,  and  the  impression  she  made  that  day 
was  only  equaled  in  later  years  by  the  famous 
Pastora  Imperio. 

Another  unusual  musical  party  was  one 
given  by  the  Marquesa  Manzanedo,  who  en- 
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gaged  a  very  old  and  very  celebrated  guitarrista 
to  come  to  her  house  one  evening  to  sing  and 
play  for  me.  This  playing  and  singing  con- 
sisted of  a  long  quivering  brushing  of  the 
strings  in  Oriental  modulations,  and  at  inter- 
vals, to  the  unaccustomed  ear  without  reason, 
sudden  ejaculations  on  the  part  of  the  singer 
almost  spoken  rather  than  sung,  with  equally 
abrupt  silences.  In  spite  of  my  ignorance  of 
the  Spanish  language  and  my  bewilderment  at 
this  kind  of  music,  I  was  most  strangely 
thrilled  by  it. 

Another  who  made  our  visit  to  Spain  de- 
lightful was  that  interesting  and  intellectual 
woman,  the  Duchesse  d'Albe,  to  whom  we 
owe  the  discovery  of  a  great  number  of  the 
original  documents  of  Cervantes  and  Colum- 
bus. The  circumstances  that  led  to  her  finding 
these  invaluable  parchments  were  rather  inter- 
esting and  not  without  a  feminine  angle.  After 
her  marriage  to  the  Due  d'Albe  she  became 
exceedingly  curious  about  the  contents  of  the 
various  storerooms  in  the  palace  at  Madrid, 
and  one  day  started  on  a  tour  of  investigation. 
This  tour  brought  to  light  many  boxes  filled 
with  old  documents,  and  these  documents 
proved  to  be  the  great  treasures  of  Cervantes 
and    Columbus.      Those    who    attended    the 
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World's  Fair  in  Chicago  in  1893  may  recall 
seeing  some  of  them,  as  the  Duchesse  sent  a 
number  to  be  placed  on  exhibition  there. 

Her  husband,  the  Due  d'Albe,  was  a  great 
lover  of  sport,  but  was  so  exceedingly  small — 
although  extremely  well  made — that  he  had 
to  be  strapped  on  the  box  of  his  coach  and  have 
bands  of  leather  fastened  about  his  wrists,  in 
order  to  be  able  to  drive  his  four-in-hand.  And 
yet  this  miniature  of  a  man  proved  to  us  be- 
yond the  shadow  of  a  doubt  that  he  was  larger 
than  his  ancestor,  the  famous  Duke  of  the 
Wars  of  the  Netherlands,  whose  heroic  deeds 
would  have  seemed  to  be  possible  only  to  a 
physical  colossus.  But  such  was  not  the  case, 
for  when  our  Due  d'Albe  wanted  to  wear  his 
mighty  ancestor's  armor  to  a  fancy-dress  ball, 
he  found  it  was  so  much  too  small  for  him  that 
he  could  not  get  into  it!  Apparently  size  has 
nothing  to  do  with  valor. 

It  was  Sir  Henry  Drummond  Woolfe,  how- 
ever, who,  in  making  our  Christmas  a  real 
English  Christmas,  put  the  crowning  touch  to 
our  delightful  sojourn  in  Spain. 

After  that  I  had  a  relapse  as  payment  for  my 
good  times,  and  had  to  be  hurried  back  to 
Paris  and  to  bed,  where  I  remained  until  a 
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short  time  before  I  left  for  London  and  the 
season  there. 

It  was  during  that  season — in  1893 — that  I 
sang  my  first  performance  of  the  "Nozze  di  Fi- 
garo" in  London.  I  took  the  role  of  the  Count- 
ess; Madame  Nordica  that  of  Susanna;  Zelie  de 
Lussan,  Cherubino;  Edouard  de  Reszke,  the 
Count;  and  Maurel,  Figaro.  Because  Edouard 
de  Reszke  was  believed  to  be  too  large  to  look 
well  in  the  costumes  of  the  Louis  XV  period, 
we  were  told  that  we  must  wear  those  of  the 
Louis  XIII — or  Henrietta  Maria  period,  as  it 
was  called  in  England — and  forthwith  I  had 
some  made  in  London  from  my  own  designs. 

That  was  the  year  that  I  created  the  role  of 
the  heroine  in  L.  E.  Bach's  "Lady  of  Long- 
ford," and  it  was  through  this  role  that  I  came 
to  know  the  real  Lady  of  Longford,  now  the 
Dowager  Countess  of  Radnor.  Before  her 
husband  had  succeeded  to  his  father's  title,  the 
real  Lady  of  Longford,  then  known  as  Lady 
Folkstone,  had  acquired  a  considerable  reputa- 
tion as  a  beautiful  and  successful  amateur 
singer.  And  after  she  became  the  Countess  of 
Radnor  she  organized  an  orchestra  of  ladies 
and  led  it  herself  for  many  years,  devoting 
much  time  to  the  work.  It  was  during  this 
period  that  I  came  to  know  her  well.     Bach's 
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opera,  "The  Lady  of  Longford,"  did  not  sur- 
vive, but  at  least  it  was  the  means  of  my  mak- 
ing a  most  delightful  and  enduring  friendship. 

Eva,  in  "The  Meistersinger,"  was  another 
new  role  that  I  added  to  my  repertoire  that 
season.  I  sang  it  in  Italian  with  Jean  de 
Reszke,  Edouard  de  Reszke  and  the  great  Pol 
Plangon.  This  translation  was  made  by  a 
rather  unprosperous  Italian  named  Mezzucato. 
Signor  Mezzucato  deserved  a  far  greater  place 
in  the  world  of  literature  than  the  one  con- 
ceded to  him,  for  his  translation  was  masterly. 
It  adhered  strictly  to  the  meaning  of  the  origi- 
nal text,  and  at  the  same  time  had  a  decent  re- 
gard for  the  value  of  the  notes  and  the  rhythm. 
I  believe  it  was  never  published.  We  learned 
it,  at  least,  from  a  score  in  which  it  had  been 
interpolated  in  red  ink  in  his  own  handwriting. 

It  was  that  season  in  London  that  I  sang 
Elizabeth  in  French,  apropos  of  which  one  of 
the  administrators  of  the  opera  made  the  as- 
tounding statement  that  Wagner  would  soon 
never  be  heard  in  any  language  but  French. 

That  year  I  sang  again  by  command  at  a 
Buckingham  Palace  concert,  an  event  that  is 
really  worth  a  paragraph  or  two  of  description. 
The  Buckingham  Palace  concerts  took  place 
in  the  great  ballroom  of  the  Palace.     At  one 
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end  was  the  stage,  and  at  the  other,  the  da'is 
upon  which  were  placed  the  thrones  of  the 
Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales,  who  always 
represented  the  Queen  on  these  occasions,  and 
the  court.  On  either  side  of  the  great  room 
were  tiers  of  seats  for  the  audience,  which 
faced  neither  the  thrones  nor  the  stage,  but  a 
broad  aisle,  perhaps  thirty  feet  wide,  which  ex- 
tended the  length  of  the  vast  room.  As  it  was 
an  occasion  that  called  for  every  one's  most 
magnificent  attire,  jewels,  uniforms  and  deco- 
rations— those  not  in  uniform  wore  knee 
breeches  and  all  the  orders  they  might  pos- 
sess, including  the  Order  of  the  Garter  with 
its  beautiful  blue  ribbon.  The  audience,  when 
seated  in  all  its  sartorial  splendor,  made  each 
side  of  the  room  look  like  an  opened  jewel  cas- 
ket filled  to  overflowing. 

One  of  the  least  charming  features  of  sing- 
ing at  these  concerts  was  the  fact  that  one 
must  take  one's  place  on  the  stage  before  the 
arrival  of  royalty,  and  remain  there  until  the 
end  of  the  concert.  When  the  guests  were  in 
their  places  and  the  singers  on  the  stage,  the 
royal  procession  entered  through  the  door  at 
the  right  of  the  stage.  It  was  headed  by  the 
Lord  Chamberlain— the  White  Stick — carry- 
ing a  slender,  peeled  willow  wand  and  walking 
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backwards  so  that  he  would  always  face  roy- 
alty. Imagine  the  practice  it  must  have  taken 
him  to  walk  backwards  the  entire  length  of 
that  enormous  room  with  so  much  grace  and 
dignity. 

There  was  no  applause  after  we  sang,  as  eti- 
quette forbade  it,  but  the  dear  Prince  had  so 
much  courtesy  of  the  heart  that  he  could  never 
resist  making  the  gesture  of  applause. 

One  of  the  court  chamberlains  of  that  period, 
of  whom  I  saw  a  great  deal  during  those  early 
years  of  my  career  in  London,  and,  in  fact, 
every  year  until  his  death,  was  a  delight- 
ful and  handsome  man  called  Lord  Lathom, 
who  was  subsequently  given  an  earldom  by 
Queen  Victoria.  Lord  Lathom  had  a  unique 
distinction  and  one  for  which  he  was  cele- 
brated. He  had  a  beautiful  curly  white  beard, 
and  in  spite  of  the  smuts  of  London  it  was 
never  anything  but  immaculate. 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  season  in  London 
it  was  considered  inadvisable  for  me  to  take 
the  trip  to  Italy.  Therefore,  Julian  went  to 
Vallombrosa  alone  to  see  his  mother,  while  I 
remained  in  Paris  to  prepare  for  the  coming 
season  at  the  Metropolitan,  that  of  1893-94. 

Of  the  many  problems  that  confronted  me 
during  my  career,  not  the  least  was  to  find 
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some  way  to  get  through  the  day  that  I  was 
to  sing  to  the  best  advantage.  I  tried  every- 
thing, experimented  with  every  kind  of  diet 
and  relaxation,  and  at  last  adopted  the  sugges- 
tion of  Zelie  de  Lussan,  of  having  one  meal  in 
the  day  always  at  the  same  hour — one  o'clock 
— and  on  the  days  I  sang  suppressing  the  eve- 
ning meal  altogether;  and  also,  in  so  far  as  I 
could,  avoiding  all  thought  of  the  imminent 
performance.  After  my  one  o'clock  meal  I 
sat  about  quietly  for  an  hour  and  then  took  a 
two-hours'  rest.  I  had  acquired  such  control 
of  mind  and  nerves  that  I  could  instantly  lapse 
into  a  state  of  complete  unconsciousness  which 
endured  the  whole  of  those  two  hours.  At  its 
conclusion  I  was  quietly  awakened,  and  just 
before  it  was  time  for  me  to  go  to  the  theater 
I  was  given  a  cup  of  tea,  and  that  was  my  last 
mouthful  until  after  the  opera  was  over. 

I  departed  from  this  practice  only  twice. 
The  first  time  was  when  I  attended  a  luncheon 
given  by  one  of  the  great  London  hostesses, 
the  Marquesa  Santurce,  at  the  resquest  of  the 
Duke  of  Connaught,  who  had  expressed  a  de- 
sire to  meet  me,  on  the  very  day  that,  owing 
to  an  unexpected  change  of  bill  I  was  to  sing 
Marguerite    in    "Faust"    at    Covent    Garden. 
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Needless  to  say,  I  did  both,  and  was  none  the 
worse. 

The  second  time  was  during  the  season  in 
New  York  of  which  I  am  about  to  speak,  that 
of  1893-94,  when  Madame  Nordica  gave  a  big 
luncheon  at  Delmonico's  on  the  day  that  I  was 
to  sing  Micaela  in  "Carmen"  in  Brooklyn. 

Another  of  my  operatic  problems  was  to 
overcome  my  consciousness  of  my  audience. 
Being  terribly  sensitive,  the  mere  thought  of 
being  observed  by  all  those  eyes  troubled  me 
to  such  an  extent  that  I  had  great  difficulty  in 
concentrating  upon  the  work  in  hand.  The 
struggle  became  so  great  that  at  last  I  was 
obliged  to  imagine  that  the  stage  had  four 
walls  and  that  the  music  drama  was  an  actu- 
ality and  not  a  "counterfeit  presentment,"  in 
order  to  do  myself  justice,  unhindered  by  the 
consciousness  of  being  observed. 

About  six  weeks  before  the  next  American 
season,  I  discovered  that  I  was  making  too 
much  effort  for  too  little  vocal  result,  was  using 
unnecessary  muscles  and  had  certain  difficul- 
ties of  vocal  emission;  and,  as  I  did  not  wish 
to  wait  until  the  public  had  found  it  out,  too, 
I  began  to  look  about  me  for  a  means  by  which 
I  might  correct  these  faults.  I  found  this 
means  in  Paris  by  a  most  lucky  chance,  in  the 
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person  of  that  great  voice  tuner,  Madame  de 
Picciotto,  who  is  not  to  be  confounded  with 
her  daughter-in-law,  the  pianist,  who  later  be- 
came a  vocal  teacher. 

This  old,lady  had  the  finest  ear  imaginable, 
and  seemed  able  to  catch  the  slightest  devia- 
tion from  the  perfect  vocal  line.  The  moment 
I  talked  with  her  I  knew  that  I  had  come  to 
the  right  person,  and  I  put  myself  immedi- 
ately into  her  hands,  although,  as  I  have  said, 
it  was  only  six  weeks  before  my  next  Ameri- 
can season. 

She  told  me  that  I  used  unnecessary  effort 
in  singing  my  middle  notes,  an  effort  which 
shortened  my  voice  at  both  ends.  She  taught 
me  to  overcome  this  and  gain  security  of  vocal 
emission  by  concentrating  on  the  vibratory 
sensation  of  the  voice  in  the  throat  and  head 
instead  of  listening  to  the  sound  of  my  voice. 
Although  I  was  unable  at  first  to  hear  two  or 
three  notes  in  my  voice  by  this  method,  I  had 
such  faith  in  her  that  I  obeyed  her  implicitly. 

At  the  end  of  two  weeks  I  found  I  had  end- 
less breath  in  singing  and  my  tone  had  a 
warmth  of  quality  that  it  had  never  possessed 
before.  With  the  succeeding  weeks  my  voice 
grew  in  security,  ease  and  depth,  and  when  I 
left  Madame  de  Picciotto,  it  was  capable  of  ef- 
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fects  of  color  and  accent  hitherto  dangerous 
or  impossible,  and  of  undertaking  the  heavier 
roles  which  I  was  to  add  later  to  my  reper- 
toire. Furthermore,  this  simplifying  of  my 
vocal  method  enabled  me  at  last  to  forget  my 
voice  and  devote  myself  to  my  interpretations. 

My  great  desire  had  always  been  to  create 
the  complete  illusion:  to  make  my  audience 
forget  me  and  think  only  of  the  character  I 
was  portraying.  To  do  this  I  went  down  into 
my  soul  for  that  part  of  it  that  might  have  be- 
longed to  the  character  to  be  represented,  and 
that  bit  of  my  entity  I  dedicated  from  that  time 
forth  to  that  particular  role.  This  is  the  rea- 
son, too,  why  I  was  never  able  to  experiment 
with  my  interpretations.  As  I  first  conceived 
them,  so  they  remained,  at  least  basically,  un- 
til the  end. 

I  was  told  that  I  was  considered  cold  in  such 
roles  as  Elsa  in  "Lohengrin, "  but,  as  I  have 
pointed  out,  it  would  have  been  impossible  for 
me  to  modify  my  interpretation  even  had  I  so 
desired,  for  I  had  conceived  Elsa  as  a  medieval 
princess,  sheltered,  mentally  undeveloped — as 
any  student  of  history  knows  the  young  girls 
of  that  period  were — gentle,  dreamy,  impres- 
sionable, poetic,  overwhelmed  with  grief  at  the 
loss  pf  her  brother  and  an  easy  prey  for  the 
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bullying  militant  Ortrud.  Such  negativeness 
was  the  only  possible  excuse  for  the  lack  of 
loyalty  and  honor  she  displayed  when  she 
asked  Lohengrin  the  forbidden  question. 
Then,  too,  there  must  be  a  contrast  between 
her  character  and  that  of  Ortrud.  If  Elsa  and 
Ortrud  are  equally  passionate  and  explosive, 
the  scene  before  the  church  in  the  second  act 
degenerates  into  nothing  more  or  less  than  a 
fishwives'  quarrel.  I  always  gave  this  scene  a 
note  of  shocked  surprise  and  indignation,  and 
I  am  very  glad  to  say  that  there  were  many  in 
my  audiences  at  that  time  who  understood  and 
appreciated  my  interpretation  of  Elsa. 

Another  role  of  mine  about  which  the  real- 
ists were  inclined  to  quarrel  was  that  of  Mar- 
guerite in  Gounod's  "Faust."  Gounod's  Mar- 
guerite was  not  the  bold  peasant  of  Goethe's 
great  poem,  but  a  figure  of  his  own,  consistent 
with  those  of  Kaulbach's  illustration,  upon 
which  the  traditional  costumes  of  the  Mar- 
guerite of  that  period  were  based. 

The  story  is  a  sordid  one  unless  idealized, 
and  I  preferred  to  see  Marguerite  as  chaste, 
truly  innocent  and  therefore  unsuspecting,  and 
that  is  why  I  made  her  fearlessly  and  directly 
look  at  Faust  when  he  accosted  her,  aware  of 
no  evil,  but  wrapped  in  poetic  dreams.     The 
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school  of  realism  destroys  all  the  meaning  of 
such  operas;  and  often  the  realistic  actress  is 
not  a  reflecting  or  intelligent  artist,  but  one 
who  prefers  to  portray  her  own  unbridled  self 
and  blow  off  steam,  rather  than  sink  her  per- 
sonality in  that  of  the  character  she  is  por- 
traying. 

Jean  de  Reszke,  with  whom  I  sang  Marguer- 
ite and  Elsa,  as  well  as  Juliette,  was,  fortu- 
nately for  me,  a  true  poet  and  a  romantic,  and 
our  interpretations  did  not  jar  on  each  other. 
Another  great  artist  among  the  men  to  whom 
I  must  give  my  homage  was  Pol  Plangon. 
Planqon  was  a  singer  of  elegance,  taste,  grace 
and  perfection  of  diction,  as  well  as  a  great 
actor.  And  the  evenings  when  both  he  and 
Jean  were  in  the  cast  were,  with  me,  little  short 
of  heaven.  I  was  always  a  little  in  love  with 
Jean,  anyway,  when  we  were  singing  together. 

There  was  a  fable  that  went  the  rounds  dur- 
ing those  years  I  sang  with  Jean  to  the  effect 
that  Julian  was  terrifically  jealous  of  him. 
People  used  to  watch  Julian  at  my  perform- 
ances, and  fancied  they  discovered  many  evi- 
dences of  his  feeling  in  the  matter.  The  truth 
was  that  Julian,  passionately  interested  in  my 
career,  and  keenly  aware  of  my  nervousness 
over    each    public    appearance,    clenched    his 
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hands  from  anxiety  and  not  from  jealousy. 

To  be  a  successful  opera  singer  one  must 
have  both  the  instinct  for  singing  and  the  in- 
stinct for  the  theatrical.  As  I  have  said,  I  in- 
clined more  toward  the  dramatic  than  the  vo- 
cal, and  my  histrionic  gift  made  me  seek  to 
convince  my  audience  with  very  few,  but  sig- 
nificant, gestures.  I  always  felt  that  it  was 
better  to  stand  perfectly  still  than  to  make  any 
movement  that  might  blur  the  meaning.  The 
windmill  variety  of  acting  never  appealed  to 
me,  and  I  found  that,  although  the  public,  re- 
acting to  sheer  magnetism,  will  often  rise  to 
the  elemental  and  the  melodramatic,  even 
though  meretricious,  it  will  also  always  re- 
spond to  the  fine  and  sincere. 

Experience  was  my  teacher:  finish  and  ver- 
satility are  not  born  of  youth.  These  fruits  of 
a  many-faceted  imagination  which  enable  one 
to  do  the  thing  not  native  to  one's  nature,  come 
only  with  artistic  maturity.  I  was  always  an 
ardent  advocate  of  that  method  of  study  that 
made  those  great  Italian  actors,  Ristori,  Sal- 
vini  and  Rossi,  celebrated.  In  their  day  when 
an  actor  evinced  a  decided  talent  for  tragedy 
he  was  obliged  first  to  become  a  convincing 
comedian;  if  he  showed  a  flair  for  comedy,  he 
was  made  to  study  until  he  could  bring  tears 
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of  horror  in  tragedy.  That  was  not  the  time, 
as  now,  when  a  role  was  fitted  to  an  artist  as 
if  it  were  a  dress.  Oh,  this  modern  type  sys- 
tem that  demands  only  a  few  tricks,  a  person- 
ality and  self-confidence !  There  was  nothing 
of  it  in  that  early  Italian  method.  In  that,  one 
had  to  be  master  of  one's  technic. 

My  career  imposed  many  restrictions  upon 
me.  For  instance,  I  never  dared  read  a  news- 
paper. Having  an  emotional  nature  that  was 
ready  to  respond  to  and  dramatize  any  sug- 
gestion, I  became  horribly  agitated  upon  read- 
ing of  murders,  suicides,  robberies  and  sordid 
political  juggling,  and  had  to  abandon  my 
daily  paper  altogether.  The  result  was  that  I 
often  did  not  know  when  my  acquaintances 
died  or  were  married.  Then,  during  an  opera 
or  concert  season,  upon  the  evening  preceding 
the  performance  I  could  never  go  to  parties, 
and  I  never  dared  to  lunch  or  dine  out  or  go  to 
the  theater,  even  informally  with  close  friends. 

In  the  latter  years  I  sang  less  frequently, 
but  my  health  was  such  then  that  I  had  only 
strength  for  my  work.  As  I  averaged  ten  per- 
formances a  month  during  the  early  part  of 
my  career,  and  as  my  opera  seasons  in  Amer- 
ica and  London  absorbed  the  greater  part  of 
the  year,  it  can  readily  be  seen  that  my  work 
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possessed  me  body  and  soul.  Fortunately,  it 
gave  me  the  joy  of  which  Stevenson  speaks, 
the  "work  that  is  play." 

During  the  season  of  1893-94  I  added,  as  I 
have  said,  Micaela  in  "Carmen"  to  my  reper- 
toire, in  order  that  I  might  help  Maurice  Grau 
to  produce  it  with  his  complete  all-star  cast, 
at  raised  prices.  This  cast  was  composed  of 
Calve  as  Carmen,  probably  the  greatest  Car- 
men that  ever  has  been  or  ever  will  be;  Jean  de 
Reszke  as  Don  Jose,  myself  as  Micaela  and 
Planqon  as  Escamillio.  The  latter  sang  the 
famous  toreador  role  in  a  beard — perish  the 
thought — but  sang  it  so  incomparably  that  he 
could  have  worn  anything  and  been  forgiven. 

Other  roles  I  sang  that  season  were  Mistress 
Ford  in  the  "Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,"  with 
Victor  Maurel  as  Falstaff  and  a  cast  which  in- 
cluded Zelie  de  Lussan;  Dona  Elvira  in  "Don 
Giovanni,"  with  Nordica  as  Dona  Anna  and 
Zelie  de  Lussan  as  Zerlina.  In  this  last  opera 
Nordica  and  de  Lussan  and  myself  supported 
Victor  Maurel  in  his  famous  role  of  Don  Juan, 
and  he  was  so  anxious  for  us  to  be  willing  to 
sing  these  rather  boring  roles  as  often  as  he 
wished,  that  he  sent  each  of  us  immense  bou- 
quets of  violets  the  night  of  the  performance 
to  keep  us  in  a  good  temper.     None  of  the 
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above  roles  were  calculated  to  add  to  the  glory 
of  a  prima  donna,  but  I  was  intensely  inter- 
ested in  doing  them.  And  as  it  was  always  my 
conviction  that  it  is  not  what  one  sings  so 
much  as  the  way  one  sings  it  that  counts,  I 
felt  that  I  did  not  demean  myself  by  appearing 
in  roles  not  strictly  considered  as  those  of  a 
prima  donna. 

Incidentally,  Victor  Maurel  was  indirectly 
responsible  for  the  coining  of  a  name  for  music 
critics  that  afterwards  became  quite  famous. 
In  those  years  music  criticism  in  America  was 
exceedingly  primitive.  One  day,  when  a  friend 
who  was  with  me  on  tour  that  season,  read  a 
criticism  of  Maurel  just  a  little  more  idiotic 
than  the  general  run,  she  made  a  point  of  es- 
tablishing the  identity  of  this  particular 
"critic."  At  last  she  discovered  that  he  was 
employed  during  the  day  as  an  opener  of  oys- 
ters in  a  certain  oyster  bar  in  that  town,  and 
wrote  music  criticism  at  night.  From  that  day 
to  this  she  has  never  designated  the  dignified 
group  of  men  who  sit  in  judgment  on  the  mu- 
sical world  as  anything  but  "oyster  openers. " 

Tamagno  was  with  us  that  season,  and  he 
and  Victor  Maurel  and  I  sang  in  many  per- 
formances of  "Otello"  together,  taking  the 
roles  of  Otello,  Iago  and  Desdemona  respec- 
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tively.  Tamagno  was  the  perfect  Otello.  No 
one  could  have  been  more  convincing  in  the 
role.  Certain  of  my  friends  used  to  say  they 
feared  for  my  life  during  the  performances  that 
I  sang  with  him,  because  he  always  flung  me 
about  with  such  violence.  He  must  have  had 
something  of  the  same  fear,  for  after  he  had 
thrown  me  on  the  bed  preparatory  to  smother- 
ing me,  he  always  would  murmur  contritely 
that  he  hoped  he  hadn't  hurt  me. 

Once  when  singing  "Otello"  in  Monte 
Carlo  with  him,  on  a  very  small  stage  and  with 
most  inadequate  scenery  and  props,  he  flung  me 
down  with  such  violence  that  the  back  legs  of 
the  bed,  which  were  only  nailed  to  the  rear  of 
the  platform,  collapsed;  and  it  was  only  by 
clinging  to  the  bed  with  all  my  strength  that  I 
kept  myself  from  rolling  down  behind  it.  It 
may  give  some  idea  of  the  fervor  with  which 
the  scene  was  acted  to  tell  that  not  one  person 
in  the  audience  laughed. 

This  same  season  saw  the  first  performance 
in  America  of  Massenet's  "Werther."  Jean 
de  Reszke  took  the  name  part,  and  I  sang 
Charlotte.  Charlotte  was  a  rather  strange 
role  for  a  soprano  to  undertake,  as  all  its  effects 
were  in  the  medium  and  low  voice,  but  fortu- 
nately my  voice,  in  addition  to  the  soprano, 
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had  the  notes  and  quality  of  the  mezzo  and 
contralto,  and  managed  an  A  below  the  staff 
quite  as  easily  as  any  other  note  in  its  range. 

On  the  tour  that  year,  which  for  some  rea- 
son preceded  our  season  in  New  York,  I  was 
the  victim  of  a  most  painful  accident  that  was 
quite  my  own  doing.  We  left  St.  Louis  on  a 
special  train  that  was  to  take  us  to  Boston  and, 
upon  finding  that  the  door  of  the  drawing- 
room  which  I  occupied  refused  to  remain 
closed,  I  got  up  and  slammed  it  too  hastily  to 
note  that  my  fingers  were  caught  in  the  jamb. 
As  a  result,  the  nail  of  my  forefinger  was  torn 
out  by  the  roots  and  the  nail  of  the  third  finger 
terribly  crushed.  The  friend  who  was  travel- 
ing with  me  sent  for  the  conductor  at  once,  and 
begged  him  to  get  a  doctor  at  the  nearest  sta- 
tion. In  the  meantime  I  plunged  my  mangled 
fingers  into  an  antiseptic  extract,  then  settled 
myself  in  bed  with  my  hand  up  so  that  the 
blood  should  run  away  from  my  fingers,  and 
waited  for  the  doctor — several  hours,  alas! 
Finally  the  train  was  stopped  at  a  tiny  town 
whose  name  I  do  not  recall,  and  a  doctor  was 
summoned.  Unfortunately,  he  was  so  thrilled 
at  being  called  to  attend  a  prima  donna  that  he 
could  do  nothing  for  me  whatsoever — unless 
one  could  call  the  two  or  three  little  morphine 
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pellets  he  gave  me  to  take  when  the  pain  be- 
came unbearable,  adequate  aid! 

This  was  on  Monday.  Upon  our  arrival  in 
Boston  on  Tuesday  I  sent  for  that  great  sur- 
geon, Dr.  Porter,  and  was  told  by  him  that 
there  was  nothing  to  do  but  extract  both  nails. 
As  I  was  advertised  to  sing  in  the  "Nozze  di 
Figaro''  on  Wednesday,  I  told  him  that  my 
hand  would  have  to  wait,  as  I  would  not  dis- 
appoint my  audience ;  and  he  finally  permitted 
me  to  sing  the  Countess  with  my  arm  in  a 
sling,  and,  incidentally,  as  well  as  I  ever  did  in 
my  life.  The  next  morning  the  operation  was 
performed.  Two  days  after  this  painful  expe- 
rience, on  Saturday,  I  sang  Marguerite  at  the 
matinee.  This  was  the  first  of  the  two  times 
that  season  that  I  was  to  sing  in  "Faust"  im- 
mediately after  an  operation.  The  second  was 
four  days  after  an  overenthusiastic  physician 
who  had  caught  the  current  craze  for  nose 
operations,  had  carved  a  small  piece  of  bone 
out  of  my  nose — although  there  was  no  real 
need  for  such  an  operation — and  had  allowed 
me  to  walk  home  afterwards  through  the  snow 
with  a  hemorrhage ! 

I  had  been  persuaded  by  Jean  de  Reszke  to 
consult  this  physician  for  general  advice,  al- 
though I  had  no  definite  reason  for  doing  so. 
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Jean  de  Reszke  was  one  of  the  most  apprehen- 
sive singers  imaginable,  and  wore  an  expres- 
sion of  terror  in  his  eyes  during  the  whole  per- 
formance. He  always  had  with  him  a  laryngo- 
scope and  frequently  examined  his  throat  and 
larynx.  This  winter  he  had  found  a  congenial 
spirit  in  this  really  very  great  throat  special- 
ist and  surgeon.  Before  this  time — 1893-94 — 
no  one  had  thought  of  consulting  a  throat  spe- 
cialist unless  actually  ill  or  diseased.  Jean 
made  it  the  fashion  for  singers  to  be  treated, 
and  persuaded  me  to  be  examined,  although 
there  was  nothing  the  matter  with  me,  with 
the  above  result.  There  was  another  result 
that  was  even  more  harmful.  In  those  days 
the  properties,  drawbacks  and  reactions  of  co- 
caine were  not  fully  realized.  This  doctor  ac- 
tually gave  us  weak  solutions  of  cocaine  to  use 
in  our  noses  with  an  atomizer,  saying  it  made 
the  voice  more  brilliant.  I  soon  learned  that  it 
also  relaxed  it  so  terrifically  on  the  rebound 
that  its  use  was  suicidal.  Jean  de  Reszke  al- 
ways went  to  this  doctor  before  a  performance, 
and  almost  invariably  smelled  of  iodoform  and 
ether  through  the  whole  of  the  opera.  To  be 
thinking  of  the  throat  and  the  mechanism  of 
tone  production  is  simply  paralyzing  and  dev- 
astating.   That  small  fraction  of  one's  body  is 
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only  a  very  tiny  part  of  the  singing  apparatus, 
and  many  people  sing  even  better  in  spite  of 
physical  disabilities — if  unconscious  of  them— 
if  the  moral  and  mental  conditions  are  propi- 
tious. To  be  boosted  into  singing  by  local 
treatments  of  any  kind  is  a  criminal  mistake. 
Before  the  above  fad — happily  in  the  case  of 
the  more  enlightened  practitioners  nearly  past 
— singers  never  imagined  rushing  to  a  throat 
specialist  if  hoarse  or  otherwise  vocally  under 
a  cloud,  but  had  recourse  to  ordinary  hygienic 
means  and,  above  all,  rest  and  quiet. 

During  this  season  there  was  an  epidemic  of 
influenza  which  laid  us  all  low  in  turn.  In 
Philadelphia  I  sang  Marguerite  in  "Faust" 
with  a  temperature  of  104  F.,  and  again  in 
Brooklyn,  with  this  same  kind  but  overenthu- 
siastic  doctor  in  the  wings  ready  to  administer 
digitalis  if  my  heart  gave  out,  as  it  threatened 
to  do.  He  was  obsessed  with  the  idea  of  mak- 
ing us  sing  under  all  conditions,  a  very  mis- 
taken idea  as  far  as  we  were  concerned,  but  as 
I  said  before,  he  was  a  great  surgeon.  After 
this  season,  I  reverted  to  the  methods  of  the 
old  school  and  counted  on  nature  and  rest  for 
healing  without  resorting  to  treatment. 

It  would  not  be  amiss,  perhaps,  while  chron- 
icling these  first  years  of  my  success  in  the  fa- 
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mous  role  of  the  Countess  in  the  "Nozze  di 
Figaro,"  to  mention  the  costumes  that  were 
made  for  me  for  that  opera  by  Jean  Philippe 
Worth. 

When  I  had  first  gone  to  the  great  Worth 
establishment  I  had  asked,  naturally,  to  see  the 
original  Worth,  the  famous  couturier  to  the 
Empress  Eugenie  and  her  court,  and  he  had 
turned  me  over  to  his  son,  Jean  Philippe.  I 
found  Jean  Philippe  to  be  the  type  that  could 
have  been  a  great  artist  in  any  metier  he  might 
have  chosen.  He  had  a  perfect  sense  of  bal- 
ance, color  and  line.  Prior  to  the  Countess 
costumes,  he  had  only  made  one  simple  but 
very  beautiful  evening  dress  for  me:  but  in  the 
"Nozze  di  Figaro"  his  art  had  full  play,  and 
the  result  was  epoch-making.  When  I  first 
appeared  in  his  costumes  it  was  said  that  I 
looked  as  though  I  had  just  stepped  out  of  a 
Van  Dyck  painting. 

He  also  designed  my  Marguerite  costumes. 
Before  we  decided  upon  the  style  of  the  latter 
we  made  a  profound  study  of  a  book  contain- 
ing reproductions  of  Albrecht  Durer's  engrav- 
ings— a  very  nearly  complete  collection — and 
chose  the  ones  we  considered  best  suited  to  me. 
Sargent  rewarded  this  labor  by  declaring 
Worth's  Marguerite  costumes  to  be  the  only 
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perfect  ones  he  had  ever  seen  worn  by  Gou- 
nod's heroine.  And  incidentally,  M.  Worth 
never  ceased  to  declare  himself  grateful  to  me 
for  my  having  permitted  him  to  dress  Mar- 
guerite, in  the  church  scene,  in  black  and  white 
instead  of  the  usual  violet  cashmere  robe  of 
tradition. 

As  I  considered  my  wigs  of  quite  as  much 
importance  as  my  costumes,  I  had  them  made 
for  me  specially  by  Auguste  Petit,  who  used 
only  the  finest  quality  of  naturally  curly  hair 
in  their  construction,  and  "planted"  it,  as  the 
wigmaker's  phrase  goes,  exactly  as  my  own 
hair  grew.  Indeed,  they  were  made  with  such 
care  and  exactitude  that  they  could  have  been 
worn  very  well  in  real  life  as  well  as  on  the 
stage. 

In  the  beginning  I  had  used  my  own  hair, 
particularly  in  such  roles  as  Juliette  and  Mar- 
guerite. I  had  done  this  with  the  idea  of  keep- 
ing my  head  small,  as  nothing  adds  so  much  to 
the  elegance  of  appearance  or  to  the  illusion  of 
height  as  a  small  head.  As  all  artists  know, 
the  eye  unconsciously  measures  the  height  of 
a  man  by  the  size  of  his  head — he  is  six  heads 
high,  or  seven  or  eight  heads  high,  as  the  case 
may  be.    And  I  desired  to  appear  tall. 

My  own  hair  was  dark,   but   I  had  many 
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precedents  for  wearing  dark  hair  as  Marguer- 
ite and,  of  course,  as  Juliette.  There  was  much 
discussion  at  the  time,  I  remember,  over  my 
not  wearing  a  blond  wig  in  Elsa,  a  discussion 
that  annoyed  me  extremely  and  betrayed  me 
into  making  one  or  two  sharp  remarks.  I  be- 
lieve one  of  them  was  that  if  a  blond  wig  were 
absolutely  necessary  to  the  enjoyment  of  the 
audience,  I  would  have  one  put  on  a  pole  on 
the  stage,  but  that  I  would  not  wear  it. 

However,  I  came  to  wigs  in  time,  because 
certain  roles  demanded  them.  In  the  "Ballo 
in  Maschera"  I  wore  a  blond-cendre  wig.  The 
hair  of  Rubens'  wife,  Helena  Fourment,  in  the 
portrait  of  her  painted  by  her  husband,  is  the 
same  lovely  blond-ash-colored  tint.  In  Pa- 
mina  my  wig  was  flaxen ;  in  Sieglinde,  the  ver- 
itable haystack  of  tradition  which,  although  I 
restrained  it  within  the  lines  of  beauty,  was  as 
fabulous  as  Wagner's  stories.  In  the  "Nozze 
di  Figaro"  of  1907 — where  I  wore  the  costumes 
of  the  Louis  XV  period,  which  replaced  those 
destroyed  in  the  San  Francisco  earthquake — 
my  wig  was  tiny  and  ash  blond.  In  the  gala 
scene  I  wore  it  slightly  powdered. 

Following  the  season  of  1893-94  in  America 
I  again  sang  in  London,  appearing  in  the  new 
roles  which  that  strenuous  year  at  the  Metro- 
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politan  had  added  to  my  repertoire.  It  was  in 
this  London  season  that  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
singing  with  Sembrich  in  the  "Nozze  di  Fi- 
garo" for  the  first  of  the  myriad  times  we  were 
to  appear  in  that  opera  together. 

I  had  heard  Sembrich  first  in  1884  or  1885 
in  Boston,  and  she  had  seemed,  as  had  Patti, 
another  of  those  bright,  beautiful  stars  beyond 
the  range  of  any  ambition  of  mine.  Her  voice 
was  of  the  purest,  most  crystalline  and  limpid 
quality,  and  possessed  of  that  musical  distinc- 
tion which  was  typical  of  her  entire  career.  In- 
cidentally, this  London  debut  of  hers  was  a 
most  unfair  one  for  her.  She  had  been  engaged 
for  the  season  with  the  distinct  understanding 
that  she  was  to  make  her  bow  in  the  role  of 
Violetta  in  "Traviata."  But  for  some  reason, 
she  was  not  allowed  to  do  so,  and  instead  was 
obliged  to  make  her  debut  as  Susanna  in  the 
"Nozze,"  which  gave  her  very  little  scope,  and 
in  which  her  great  aria  occurs  only  in  the  last 
act.  She  was  and  still  is  a  very  great  artist 
and  a  most  charming  woman. 

This  changing  of  the  opera  billed  at  the  last 
moment  amounted,  in  London,  almost  to  a  vice. 
During  this  season  I  was  to  sing  in  a  com- 
mand performance  of  "Romeo  and  Juliet"  be- 
fore Queen  Victoria  at  Windsor  Castle,  but 
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Jean  de  Reszke  fell  strangely  ill,  and  "Carmen" 
was  substituted.  This  particular  substitution, 
it  is  perhaps  significant  to  note,  compelled  me 
to  make  my  operatic  bow  before  the  Queen  in 
a  secondary  role,  that  of  Micaela. 

The  preceding  autumn  we  had  given  orders 
for  the  enlargement  of  our  house  in  the  Place 
des  Etats-Unis,  and  after  the  London  season 
had  run  its  course  we  went  to  Paris  to  become 
acquainted  with  and  settled  in  our  new  house. 
I  was  extremely  tired  when  it  was  all  done. 
The  American  and  London  seasons  had  been 
strenuous  enough  without  the  additional  strain 
of  putting  a  new  home  in  order;  nevertheless, 
I  found  the  strength  somewhere  to  go  to  Italy 
with  Julian.  His  dear  mother  had  died  that 
winter,  and  he  wanted  me  to  go  with  him  to 
see  his  father. 

Those  wonderful  Vallombrosa  woods !  Like 
Antaeus,  I  always  gained  strength  from  con- 
tact with  my  mother  earth.  This  beautiful 
summer  in  Vallombrosa  was  just  what  I 
needed  to  prepare  me  for  the  following  win- 
ter's work  in  America. 

While  in  Italy  that  summer  I  made  the  ac- 
quaintance of  the  great  actor  Tommaso  Sal- 
vini,  whose  son,  Alessandro,  had  a  brief  but 
brilliant  career  in  America.     I  had  seen  Tom- 
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maso  Salvini  act  in  my  student  days  in  Boston. 
He  played  the  role  of  Othello  in  Italian,  while 
the  rest  of  the  company,  including  Edwin 
Booth  as  Iago,  and  Marie  Wainwright  as 
Ophelia,  acted  in  English.  I  felt  I  ought  to 
admire  Salvini,  but  I  did  not  thrill  to  an  obese 
and  rather  bombastic  person,  as  it  seemed  to 
my  inexperienced  ear,  so  badly  dressed  and 
entirely  out  of  tune  in  his  Italian  conception 
with  that  of  the  Anglo-Saxons  with  whom  he 
was  acting.  I  little  thought  I  was  going  to 
take  part  in  performances  equally  ludicrous, 
singing  two  acts  of  one  opera  in  Italian  and 
one  in  French  in  "Faust"  and  in  "Carmen," 
owing  to  the  illness  of  both  Calve  and  Jean  de 
Reszke,  singing  myself  in  French,  the  tenor, 
de  Lucia,  in  Italian,  while  the  Carmen,  Basta 
Tavari,  sang  in  German. 

Salvini  came  often  to  the  Peruzzi's  villa  from 
Vallombrosa-Saltino,  where  he  and  his  daugh- 
ter were  passing  the  summer  at  one  of  its  very 
primitive  hotels  of  that  time.  My  nephew, 
Bindo  Peruzzi,  told  the  story  that  lunching 
one  day  with  Salvini  at  his  hotel  the  usual  ath- 
letic Italian  country  chickens  were  served, 
with  the  result  of  the  squeaking  and  scratching 
of  knives  in  the  effort  at  dissection.  At  each 
of  these  sounds  Salvini  would  wince  and  draw 
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his  breath  noisily.  At  last,  able  to  bear  it  no 
longer,  he  rose,  cast  a  devastating  glance  over 
the  dining  room,  and  exclaiming  in  stentorian 
accents :  "Quando  avrete  finito  tornero  in  questa 
segheria"  (When  you  have  finished,  I  will  re- 
turn to  this  sawmill),  walked  majestically 
out. 

Many  and  long-winded  were  the  arguments 
between  W.  W.  Story  (my  father-in-law)  and 
Salvini  apropos  of  the  interpretations  of 
Shakespeare,  to  which  we  listened  respectfully. 
Salvini  had  a  most  charming  and  amiable  man- 
ner, and  one  of  my  lost  but  cherished  posses- 
sions was  a  note  written  by  him  to  me  for  my 
birthday  the  following  summer,  when  I  was 
unable  to  leave  Paris. 

That  winter,  the  one  of  1894-95,  was  marred 
by  only  one  ugly  and  outrageous  incident. 
One  of  the  editors  or  directors  of  a  certain  mu- 
sical paper,  after  failing  to  get  in  touch  with 
me  directly,  sent  me  a  very  carefully  written 
letter  in  which  he  informed  me  that  I  might 
have  the  good  will  of  his  paper  for  five  thou- 
sand dollars  a  year!  Greatly  indignant  at  this 
thinly  disguised  attempt  at  intimidation  and 
knowing  that  most  interesting  of  attorneys, 
Joseph  H.  Choate,  very  well  at  the  time,  I  im- 
mediately took  the  letter  to  him.     I  also  told 
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him  of  similar  overtures  made  to  various  other 
artists  of  the  company,  including  Van  Dyke. 
Mr.  Choate  took  charge  of  the  letter,  and  dealt 
with  its  author  so  vigorously  that  not  only  was 
I  never  bothered  again,  but  the  paper  never 
dared  attack  me  as  it  ordinarily  would  have 
done  upon  my  refusal  to  pay  tribute. 

Many  years  afterwards,  when  I  made  a  con- 
cert tour  under  the  direction  of  the  Wolfsohn 
Bureau,  Mr.  Wolfsohn  asked  me  what  I  wished 
to  do  about  advertising  in  the  musical  papers. 
I  told  him  that  I  not  only  refused  to  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  them,  but  that  I  forbade  him 
to  do  anything  himself  in  my  behalf.  When  he 
wanted  to  know  my  reason  for  this  attitude,  I 
said  that  such  advertising  was  of  no  practical 
value,  as  the  only  people  who  read  those  pa- 
pers anyway  were  the  deadheads. 

This  season  that  I  took  my  stand  against  the 
musical  papers  in  America,  and  the  one  that 
followed  it  in  London,  I  merely  repeated  the 
operas  that  were  already  in  my  repertoire.  In 
the  autumn  of  that  year  I  was  again  laid  low 
by  illness,  an  indisposition  preceded  by  a  ter- 
rible chill  that  had  come  upon  me  as  I  was  re- 
turning from  Rome,  where  I  had  gone  with  my 
husband  to  attend  his  father's  funeral. 

In  spite  of  this  illness,  however,  the  winter 
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of  1895-96  in  Paris  was  very  far  from  being 
dismal.  We  knew  the  charming-  Lord  and 
Lady  DufTerin  intimately,  as  well  as  many 
members  of  the  British  Embassy;  and  as  I  was 
not  so  ill  that  I  could  not  see  my  friends,  a 
number  of  very  delightful  parties  helped  me 
through  the  tedium  of  an  idle  season.  I  recov- 
ered my  health  in  time  to  fulfil  my  engage- 
ment at  Covent  Garden  in  the  spring.  We 
spent  many  week-ends — as  indeed  we  did  every 
year  in  London — at  the  enchanting  home  of 
Howard  Sturgis,  the  writer,  whom  I  have 
mentioned  before.  Among  other  things,  How- 
ard had  a  most  amusing  collection  of  dogs: 
a  St.  Bernard  called  Baloo;  a  collie,  Nancy;  a 
Welsh  terrier  lengthily  named  Tess  of  the 
d'Urbervilles,  and  a  fox  terrier  answering  to 
Rags.  In  addition  to  these  four,  there  was  a 
strange  little  animal  of  excellent  breed  that 
looked  like  a  pom,  belonging  to  one  of  the 
other  guests,  and  my  beloved  Peeny. 

Peeny  was  the  most  interesting  and  charm- 
ing person  imaginable — to  me  she  was  never 
merely  a  dachshund — and  was  welcomed  upon 
her  arrival  with  me  each  year  in  America,  with 
headlines  in  all  the  papers.  These  six  animals, 
representing  many  breeds  and  sizes  and  dis- 
positions, a  perfect  League  of  Nations  of  dog- 
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dom,  played  together  the  whole  day  long  in 
perfect  amity.  One  great  game  they  had  was 
running  a  kind  of  race  in  a  circle.  My  little 
dog,  having  no  speed  whatsoever  on  account 
of  her  short  dachshund  legs,  nevertheless  was 
always  certain  that  she  had  won,  because  the 
others  after  running  circles  around  her,  sooner 
or  later  finished  up  behind  her.  And  when 
this  point  came,  she  invariably  left  the  circle 
with  an  air  of  great  triumph. 

Mr.  Story  owned  two  dachshunds  when  we 
were  married  and,  as  I  had  never  been  permit- 
ted to  have  a  pet  when  I  was  a  little  girl,  al- 
though I  had  always  dreamed  of  owning  one, 
these  were  my  first  canine  friends.  I  must 
admit,  however,  that  when  I  first  saw  a  dachs- 
hund I  thought  it  the  most  monstrous  and  dis- 
mal of  animals;  but  after  I  really  got  ac- 
quainted with  dogs  of  this  breed,  I  came  to 
know  them  for  the  amusing  creatures  they  are. 
However,  one  never  has  but  one  perfect  com- 
panion in  dogdom,  no  matter  how  many  one 
may  own — and  we  had  many  at  various  times 
— and  my  dear  Peeny,  who  was  so  vain  about 
her  success  as  a  Marathon  runner,  was  that 
companion  to  me. 

On  one  of  these  visits  to  Windsor  and  How- 
ard Sturgis,  I  sang  for  the  Eton  boys  one  after- 
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noon  in  St.  George's  Chapel.  Sir  Walter  Par- 
ratt,  the  court  organist,  was  my  accompanist. 
It  was  a  most  interesting  experience.  From 
my  vantage  point  in  the  organ  loft  I  could  look 
down  on  the  chapel  rilled  with  eager,  young 
upturned  faces.  We  had  tried  to  keep  the 
affair  a  secret  from  the  royal  family,  the  mem- 
bers of  which  were  all  very  fond  of  music  in 
those  days;  but  the  Princess  Pat — now  Lady 
Patricia  Ramsay — and  the  Princess  Christian, 
came  in  quietly  to  listen  unobserved — so  they 
thought ! — in  a  distant  corner. 

Another  joy  of  my  sojourns  in  London  was 
the  zoological  gardens,  where  I  ended  by 
knowing  every  keeper  and  caressing  every  ani- 
mal that  was  approachable,  no  matter  of  what 
species.  Incidentally,  the  Chicago  Zoo  was 
another  animal  refuge  where  I  was  equally 
well  known.  I  remember  assisting  at  the 
christening  of  some  lion  cubs  that  were  born 
during  one  of  the  Chicago  seasons,  holding  the 
little  one  who  was  to  be  named  "Emma  Eames,, 
in  my  arms.  I  regret  to  state  that  this  par- 
ticular animal  grew  up  to  be  so  violent  and  so 
fierce  that,  after  seriously  wounding  most  of 
her  keepers,  she  had  to  be  put  to  death. 

The  season  of  1896-97  saw  me  again  at  the 
Metropolitan,  but  so  far  as  I  can  remember, 
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I  added  no  new  roles  to  my  repertoire  that 
year. 

This  winter  which,  professionally,  had  been 
a  most  brilliant  one  for  me,  is  nevertheless 
shrouded  in  my  memory  by  a  terrible  emotion 
in  my  private  life,  for  in  it  I  had  a  great  hope 
and  a  great  disappointment.  In  February  it 
was  decided  that  I  must  undergo  a  most  se- 
rious operation,  and  one  to  which  I  should 
never  have  submitted  had  I  been  told  the  risk 
and  the  probable  outcome.  In  as  much  as  my 
life  was  in  danger  whether  the  operation  was 
performed  or  not,  I  should  have  preferred  to 
let  nature  take  her  course.  However,  others 
took  the  matter  into  their  hands,  and  .  .  ., 
perhaps,  after  all,  it  was  fate. 

It  was  during  this  terrible  time  that  Miss 
Fanny  Fetridge,  my  inseparable  companion 
through  all  the  latter  part  of  my  career,  began 
her  many  years  of  loving  care  of  me.  This 
dearest  of  friends  having  recently  lost  her 
father,  was  in  the  deepest  mourning.  She  was 
a  much  beloved  and  sought  after  member  of 
society  in  Paris.  My  dear  friends,  Miss  Cal- 
lender  and  Miss  de  Forest,  who  were  devoted 
to  her,  invited  her  to  pass  the  winter  with 
them  in  New  York,  and  go  with  them  to  the 
opera   and  the   theater,   of  which   they  were 
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most  assiduous  frequenters.  This  friend  of  my 
heart,  therefore,  was  on  the  spot  when  I  needed 
her  most,  as  she  always  was  afterwards,  both 
in  my  personal  and  public  life.  Her  warm 
heart  immediately  prompted  her  to  leave  her 
other  friends  and  the  luxurious  surroundings 
to  take  care  of  me  and  stand  between  me  and 
all  annoyances.  While  I  was  ill  she  read  aloud 
to  me  in  the  most  simple  and  perfect  manner, 
making  all  she  read  real.  I  remember  that, 
when  I  was  alive  enough  to  listen,  she  read  to 
me  Barrie's  Sentimental  Tommy,  a  joy  and  a  de- 
light; but  of  which  I  could  only  have  infinitesi- 
mal doses  at  first,  as  I  was  so  convulsed  with 
amusement  by  it,  and  laughing  to  that  extent 
was  painful.  Dear,  patient  Fanny!  As  I  dic- 
tated the  first  lines  about  her  I  learned  of  her 
death  in  England  after  a  very  short  illness  to 
which  such  a  climax  had  not  been  expected — 
and  I  was  not  with  her!  Darling  Fanny,  so 
human,  so  loving,  so  amusing  and  tactful,  so 
unobtrusive  and  gentle — such  a  wonderful 
genius  for  friendship!  She  has  gone,  and  in 
going  she  has  taken  a  great  part  of  my  life 
with  her. 

I  did  not  fully  realize  it  at  the  time,  but  I 
never  could  have  carried  on  the  last  twelve 
years  of  my  career  except  for  her  tender  solici- 
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tude.  During  those  years  she  stood  between 
me  and  all  the  importunities  that  are  the  pen- 
alty of  the  operatic  life.  She  explained  any  in- 
evitable negligence  on  my  part  to  my  friends, 
who  were  her  friends  as  well,  and  arranged  for 
me  to  see  them  when  I  could.  She  kept  all  the 
little  worries  from  me,  and  smoothed  away  all 
unpleasantness  with  a  tact  and  graciousness 
that  would  have  made  her  a  splendid  wife  of 
a  diplomat.  How  much,  also,  do  I  owe  to  her 
wise  advice! 

As  time  went  on  it  became  more  and  more 
difficult  for  me  to  endure  any  added  fatigue  or 
strain  outside  that  entailed  by  my  work.  It  is 
said  that  one's  body  and  nerves  remember 
every  shock  and  illness,  and  that  their  power 
of  resistance  and  recovery  is  lessened  by  each 
new  onslaught.  I  am  certain  that  this  was  so 
in  my  own  case. 

Exactly  three  months  after  that  operation 
in  February — a  much  greater  shock  to  my 
nerves  than  it  would  have  been  in  this  day  of 
advanced  surgery  and  anaesthetics — I  was 
singing  in  London.  It  was  the  Jubilee  year, 
and  not  to  be  missed  if  it  were  humanly  pos- 
sible for  me  to  profit  by  it.  A  detail  of  my 
participation  in  this  memorable  celebration  of 
the  fiftieth  year  of  Queen  Victoria's  reign  was 
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the  presentation  to  me  by  the  Prince  of  Wales 
of  two  seats  in  his  stand  at  Buckingham  Pal- 
ace from  which  we  might  view  the  Jubilee  Pro- 
cession. I  accepted  them,  of  course,  but  pre- 
ferring to  occupy  Sir  William  and  Lady  Ver- 
non Harcourt's  stand  at  Whitehall,  where 
Miss  Fetridge  and  Julian  and  I  would  have  an 
opportunity  to  rest  and  lunch  in  the  intervals 
of  waiting,  I  promptly  gave  the  Buckingham 
Palace  tickets  to  two  guests  of  mine.  It  did 
not  occur  to  me  until  afterwards  what  an 
abominably  improper  thing  I  had  done. 

Later  I  explained  this  shocking  breach  of 
etiquette  as  best  I  could  to  the  Prince,  and  he 
said  that  he  had  wondered  as  he  had  passed 
the  Buckingham  Palace  stand  and  looked  for 
me  why  he  couldn't  see  me  where  he  had  ex- 
pected me  to  be. 

Notwithstanding  this  social  blunder  on  my 
part,  I  enjoyed  myself  to  the  utmost.  I 
wouldn't  for  anything  on  earth  have  missed 
the  piping  Highlanders  inarching  up  and  down 
Whitehall,  while  we  were  waiting  for  the  royal 
procession.  The  music  of  bagpipes  always 
had  the  power  to  thrill  me  to  the  marrow.  One 
of  the  greatest  men  and  smallest  officers,  Gen- 
eral Lord  Roberts,  received  an  ovation  second 
only  to  that  of  the  Queen,  while  the  tallest 

171 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

man  in  the  British  Army,  Colonel  Oswald 
Ames,  being  astride  a  charger  and  therefore 
looking  no  more  imposing  than  any  one  else, 
passed  without  creating  any  great  excitement. 

The  Buckingham  Palace  garden  party, 
which  took  place  after  the  procession,  and  to 
which  I  was  invited,  owed  its  unusual  bril- 
liance that  year  to  the  presence  of  the  princes 
of  India,  who  were  literally  covered  and 
weighed  down  with  magnificent  jewels.  These 
impressive,  dignified  Hindus  proved  to  be  too 
much  for  the  curiosity  of  the  English  ladies 
present.  Had  they  been  manikins  in  a  shop 
they  would  not  have  been  more  thoroughly  in- 
spected. One  could  not  help  wondering,  as 
one  watched  these  women  of  the  British  no- 
bility walk  up  to  these  bejeweled  Brahmans 
and  stare  them  out  of  countenance,  what  such 
sensitive,  highly  bred  princes  must  think  of 
the  ways  of  so-called  civilization. 

At  this  garden  party  the  royal  family  and 
their  court  walked  from  the  palace  to  the  mar- 
quee, bowing  to  the  guests  standing  on  either 
side  of  the  path  and  occasionally  stopping  to 
speak  to  this  or  that  individual.  This  royal 
party  included  the  Empress  Frederick  and 
was  headed  by  the  Prince  of  Wales.  When  I 
speak  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  in  this  history, 
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I  am  always  referring  to  the  one  who  after- 
wards became  King-  Edward  VII,  the  only 
Prince  of  Wales  with  whom  I  was  acquainted. 

While  this  royal  procession  was  in  progress 
my  friends  and  I,  not  being  of  the  pushing 
sort,  were  continually  crowded  out  of  our 
places  into  others  farther  down  the  line.  At 
last  one  of  the  men  of  our  party  said  that  if 
the  Prince  continued  to  see  us  appear  and  dis- 
appear at  every  few  steps,  he  would  begin  to 
think  he  was  the  victim  of  a  hallucination.  In 
the  end,  however,  we  were  rewarded  for  our 
meekly  submitting  to  being  shoved  about,  by 
having  the  Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales  and 
the  Empress  Frederick  stop  and  speak  to  us. 

When  that  London  season,  during  which  we 
occupied  the  house  of  the  Duchesse  de  Bas- 
sano  overlooking  Kensington  Gardens  and  the 
Bayswater  end  of  the  Serpentine,  was  com- 
pleted, Queen  Victoria  commanded  me  to  sing 
for  her  at  Osborne  House.  Tosti,  composer 
of  the  famous  "Good-bye,"  was  my  accom- 
panist. My  first  number,  I  must  admit,  was 
rather  trembling.  My  admiration  for  Queen 
Victoria,  both  as  a  sovereign  and  as  a  woman, 
was  such  that,  although,  as  a  rule,  I  have  little 
respect  for  names,  position,  and  possessions, 
I  was  so  filled  with  emotion  when  I  learned 
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that  I  was  to  sing  for  her  with  only  fifteen  feet 
between  us  that  my  self-confidence  was  af- 
fected. However,  I  soon  regained  command 
of  myself. 

The  Queen  was  most  charming  to  me,  and 
at  the  end  of  the  concert  I  found  that  the  face 
which  had  such  a  stern  and  almost  surly  ex- 
pression in  repose  was  completely  transformed 
by  her  smile.  She  conferred  the  Jubilee  medal 
upon  me,  which,  according  to  report,  was  dis- 
tributed by  bucketfuls  to  men,  but  given  to 
very  few  women. 

After  the  presentation  of  the  medal,  Lord 
Edward  Pelham  Clinton,  Master  of  the 
Queen's  Household,  uncle  of  the  present  Duke 
of  Newcastle  and  a  friend  of  mine,  told  me 
that  Queen  Victoria  had  asked  that  I  sign  her 
autograph  book  at  Osborne,  which  I  did. 
Then,  upon  my  return  to  London  I  wrote  Lord 
Edward  the  customary  note  thanking  the 
Queen  for  the  decoration,  and  adding  that  I 
wished  I  had  sung  more  to  my  own  taste  and 
consequently  in  a  way  more  worthy  of  the 
great  sovereign  to  whom  I  was  singing,  but 
that  I  had  been  overcome  by  emotion  and  awe. 
Evidently  the  note  pleased  her  because  she 
asked  Lord  Edward's  permission  to  add  it  to 
her  autograph  collection. 
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From  London  we  returned  to  Paris  for  just 
the  length  of  time  necessary  to  prepare  for  my 
second  visit  to  Bayreuth,  this  time  accomn 
panied  by  Julian. 

The  previous  winter,  while  in  Paris,  I  had 
begun  to  study  Wagner's  operas  in  German 
with  the  chief  repetiteur  at  Bayreuth  and  Frau 
Cosima's  right-hand  man.  Anton  Seidl  had 
begged  me  to  learn  Sieglinde  in  "Die  Wal- 
ktire,"  calling  it  the  bridge  between  such  roles 
as  Eva  and  Elizabeth  and  the  heavier  Wagner 
roles.  Previously  I  had  only  sung  "Lohen- 
grin" and  "Tannhauser"  in  Italian,  and  I 
wanted  to  add  these  and  Sieglinde  to  my  reper- 
toire in  German. 

It  might  be  interesting  to  note  here  that  I 
studied  Sieglinde  for  two  years  before  I  con- 
sidered I  had  sufficient  command  of  the  role 
to  trust  myself  to  sing  it  in  public.  The  char- 
acter and  the  music  affected  me  so  much  that  I 
could  not  sing  certain  phrases  without  chok- 
ing, and  I  knew  that  until  I  could  conquer  this 
I  could  never  reach  or  convince  my  audience. 
This  vivid  impression  of,  and  emotional  sym- 
pathy with,  the  character  to  be  sung  always 
came  to  me  with  the  first  reading  of  the  words 
and  music  of  any  opera  and  formed  the  basis 
of    any    future    interpretation.      But    having 
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registered  this  keynote  of  the  character,  I  had 
to  rise  above  sympathetic  emotion — I  am  here 
revealing  what  were  my  steps  towards  the  ac- 
complishment of  a  fundamental,  serious  oper- 
atic interpretation — and  become  a  cool,  calm, 
clear  medium  through  which  the  soul  of  the 
character  being  sung  might  flow  out  to  my 
hearers. 

Before  my  arrival  in  Bayreuth  that  summer 
I  heard  that  Jean  de  Reszke  had  been  outraged 
by  receiving  as  soon  as  he  reached  Bayreuth, 
a  message  from  Frau  Wagner  telling  him  she 
would  be  delighted  to  give  him  an  "audition" 
at  the  theater  any  morning.  This,  to  the 
prince  of  tenors — perhaps  the  greatest  and 
best  known  and  most  adored  tenor  of  his 
period. 

When,  therefore,  after  hearing  of  Jean  de 
Reszke's  experience,  I  got  a  message  through 
Mr.  Seidl  that  Frau  Wagner  was  very  anxious 
to  meet  me,  I  sent  her  word  that  I  would  pay 
my  respects  to  her  any  afternoon,  but  that  as 
I  was  not  strong  I  was  never  allowed  to  go 
out  in  the  morning.  After  my  operation,  a 
London  season  and  the  general  state  of  ex- 
haustion that  followed,  I  did  not  feel  in  a  con- 
ciliatory mood. 

Frau  Wagner  let  me  know  that  she  would 
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be  delighted  to  receive  me  at  Wahnfried  on  the 
following  afternoon  about  four  o'clock.  When 
I  presented  an  appearance,  she  took  me  at 
once  into  a  little  salon,  as  though  there  were 
no  question  of  hearing  me  sing.  We  had  a 
short  chat,  and  then  she  said: 

"Am  I  not  to  hear  you  at  all?  I  have  heard 
so  much  about  you  and  am  most  anxious  to 
hear  you  sing." 

Of  course  I  replied  that  I  had  had  a  very 
strenuous  season  and  had  not  been  well,  that 
I  had  just  arrived  from  a  long  journey  and  did 
not  feel  much  like  singing,  but  that  if  she 
wished  me  to  I  would  do  so. 

I  had  refused  to  pay  this  visit  unless  Mr. 
Seidl  accompanied  me.  He  was  extremely 
amused  at  the  whole  episode  and  seconded  me 
in  every  way. 

When  Frau  Wagner  asked  me  what  I  would 
sing,  some  devil  must  have  prompted  me,  for 
I  replied  that  I  would  sing  Schumann's  "Wid- 
mung,"  knowing  the  hideous  feud  that  had 
existed  between  Schumann  and  Wagner. 

Frau  Wagner  put  on  the  most  bewild- 
ered air  and  said  to  my  accompanist:  "Schu- 
mann, Schumann,  have  you  any  works  of  Schu- 
mann?" On  being  told  "No,"  she  asked  me 
if   I   knew   anything  of   the   master's   that   I 
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would  sing  to  her,  and  I  said  I  would  sing  any- 
thing. She  looked  through  the  operas  I  knew 
and  chose  one  of  the  most  difficult  phrases  for 
any  one  whose  voice  is  not  absolutely  at  her 
command,  the  one  in  the  duet  between  the  two 
women  in  the  second  act  of  "Lohengrin,"  begin- 
ning, "Du  arrnst9  kannst  du  wohl  nie  errnessen" 
I  was  in  rather  good  voice,  I  think,  and  she 
seemed  to  be  extremely  pleased,  and  at  the  ter- 
mination, young  Wagnerians  of  both  sexes 
rained  down  from  various  balconies  surround- 
ing the  central  hall  where  I  sang.  Before  I 
left,  Austrian  archdukes  bent  before  her, 
kissing  her  hand  as  though  she  were  royalty, 
and  treating  her  with  the  greatest,  deepest 
deference — still  another  proof  that  whether 
you  deserve  it  or  not,  it  is  not  a  bad  thing  to 
cultivate  a  good  opinion  of  yourself. 

Frau  Cosima  was  neither  beautiful,  lovable, 
gracious,  tactful,  nor  fitted  to  add  any  luster 
to  the  interpretations  of  her  husband's  operas 
agreed  upon  before  his  death.  But,  from  a  few 
years  after  his  death  until  the  Great  War,  just 
because  she  thought  well  of  herself  the  world 
did  likewise;  and  she  ruled  the  greatest  and 
most  historic  institution  in  the  musical  world 
— the  Bayreuth  Festival. 

The  following  season  in  London,  Frau  Wag- 
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ner  was  present  when  Wagner's  entire  "Ring" 
was  sung,  led  by  the  great  Mottl. 

One  unforgettable  incident  of  the  particular 
festival  of  1897  was  the  manner  in  which  Sieg- 
fried Wagner  led  "Parsifal."  In  the  last  act  the 
orchestra  and  chorus  went  entirely  to  pieces, 
and  the  performance  had  to  be  stopped  and 
a  new  start  made.  Nor  was  this  the  only  flaw 
in  the  performance  that  year.  On  my  first 
visit  in  1886  the  artists  still  respected  Wag- 
ner's wishes  and  submerged  themselves  in  the 
music  drama.  In  1897  they  rushed  to  the  foot- 
lights and  sang  to  the  audience.  In  1886  Bay- 
reuth  was  a  temple  of  art  surrounded  by 
beautiful  woods;  in  1897  it  was  an  opera  house 
surrounded  by  enormous  beer  saloons. 

The  Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales  attended 
the  festival  that  year  and  were  entranced  with 
my  beloved  Peeny,  who  was  hardly  more  than 
a  puppy.  At  the  restaurant  where  we  often 
met,  the  Princess  always  stopped  me  to  play 
with  Peeny. 

From  Bayreuth  we  journeyed  to  Italy  and 
Vallombrosa.  The  preceding  summer,  in  or- 
der to  have  a  place  of  our  own,  we  had  rented 
a  most  charming  and  convenient  little  house 
from  my  sister-in-law.  It  was  really  two 
peasant  houses  made  into  one.    But  this  sum- 
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mer,  following  our  Bayreuth  visit,  we  took  a 
parish  house,  the  erstwhile  home  of  a  local 
priest,  with  a  big  terrace  overlooking  the  val- 
ley and  the  Arno  gleaming  in  the  distance.  To 
it  was  attached  a  little  country  chapel  where 
Mass  was  held  every  Sunday. 

We  used  this  house  only  as  a  place  in  which 
to  eat  and  sleep.  In  that  perfect  country  one 
spent  one's  waking  hours  out-of-doors  and  in 
the  woods  of  Vallombrosa.  On  the  clear, 
beautiful,  moonlit  Italian  nights  we  would  sit 
on  the  great  terrace  in  that  gentle  silence 
which  was  broken  only  by  distant  voices  sing- 
ing a  snatch  of  song,  or  the  occasional  barking 
of  a  dog. 


THE  winter  following  my  second  visit 
to  Bayreuth  I  was  obliged  to  give  up 
singing  in  America  for  two  reasons. 
The  first  was  that  the  effort  I  had  made  to  sing 
at  the  Diamond  Jubilee  so  soon  after  my  opera- 
tion had  made  it  dangerous  for  me  to  under- 
take the  strain  of  an  American  operatic  sea- 
son. The  second  was  that  the  contract  Mr. 
Grau  was  able  to  offer  me  that  year,  although 
it  included  a  large  increase  in  my  fee,  con- 
tained clauses  superimposed  by  the  machina- 
tions of  a  singer  already  engaged  to  which  I 
could  not  bring  myself  to  agree. 

It  had  always  been  my  custom,  when  it  came 
to  signing  my  contracts,  to  consider  the  rights 
of  other  singers  in  the  matter  of  roles  as  well 
as  the  difficulties  in  casting  that  confront  any 
director  in  making  up  his  season's  repertoire, 
and  I  had  always  tried  to  "play  fair."  I  had 
even  gone  so  far  in  one  case  as  to  relinquish 
my  exclusive  right  to  a  role  in  order  that  a 
rival  artist  might  sing  it,  believing  that  it 
would  be  both  cowardly  and  unfair  for  me  to 
refuse    to    submit    to    comparison,    however 
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odious.  Unfortunately,  others  had  not  these 
same  operatic  ethics;  and  after  reading  the 
only  contract  Mr.  Grau  could  offer  me  that  sea- 
son, I  told  him  I  preferred  to  spend  the  winter 
in  Paris. 

The  following  spring,  that  of  1898,  I  went  to 
London  for  my  usual  season  of  opera  there. 
One  of  the  greatest  pleasures  of  my  London 
seasons  was  the  visit  the  Prince  of  Wales  paid 
me  in  my  dressing  room  every  night  that  I 
sang.  This  was  always  preceded  by  his 
equerry  coming  to  me  before  the  performance 
and  asking  at  what  time  during  the  evening  it 
would  be  most  convenient  for  me  to  receive 
His  Royal  Highness,  as  the  Prince,  in  his  in- 
finite tact,  realized  that  no  matter  how  great 
an  honor  an  interview  with  royalty  may  be,  it 
is  also  a  strain. 

Another  king,  without  a  throne,  lacked  the 
scrupulous  courtesy  and  breeding  always 
evinced  by  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  got  well 
snubbed  for  his  manners,  although  the  snub- 
bing was  wholly  unintentional  on  my  part. 
This  prince  was  far  from  an  honor  to  his  rank 
and  distinctly  boorish  into  the  bargain. 

We  were  doing  the  "Ring"  that  season  in 
London,  and  one  evening,  during  one  of  the 
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prolonged  entr'actes  otf  "Die  Walkiire," 
Plangon  came  to  my  door  and  said,  just  be- 
fore   he    opened    it,    "Madame    Eames,    

wishes  to  be  presented  to  you." 

And  I,  knowing  only  the  courtesy  and  tact 
of  royalty  that  behaved  as  royalty  should, 
never  dreamed  that  Plangon  was  not  alone, 
and  called  emphatically  in  French,  "As  for 
that  one,  no,  no,  no!" 

There  was  a  dead  silence,  and  I  observed 
that  a  friend  who  was  with  me  that  night  and 
sat  facing  the  door  of  my  dressing  room, 
seemed  horribly  embarrassed.  Afterwards, 
when  I  asked  the  reason,  she  told  me  that  this 
prince  had  been  just  behind  Plangon  during 
the  little  scene  and  had  heard  my  answer. 

I  was  of  course  confounded,  and  immedi- 
ately wrote  Plangon  an  apology  for  having 
placed  him  in  such  an  uncomfortable  position, 
and  concluded  with :  "But  how  could  I  imagine 
that  a  gentleman  who  did  not  know  me  would 
have  dared  to  present  himself  at  my  dressing 
room  without  having  asked  previously  if  it 
would  be  agreeable  for  me  to  receive  him?" 

The  next  evening  that  I  sang  I  decided  to 
tell  the  Prince  of  Wales  the  exact  circum- 
stances in  order  to  confute  any  garbled  version 
of  the  episode  that  he  might  hear.     I  began 

183 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

calmly  and  with  great  restraint  to  relate  the 
details,  when  suddenly  my  feelings  were  too 
much  for  me  and,  throwing  discretion  to  the 
winds,  I  burst  out  indignantly,  "Anyway,  he's 
a  dirty  boy,  and  I'm  glad  I  did  it." 

And  the  Prince  answered  with  a  little 
laugh,  "He  is  a  dirty  boy,  and  I  am  glad  you 
did  it,  too." 

This  was  the  season  when  we  occupied  Lady 
Eardley's  house,  in  Lancaster  Gate,  just  one 
street  back  of  the  Duchess  of  Bassano's,  which 
we  had  occupied  the  previous  summer,  and 
when  I  sang  for  the  first  time  one  of  the  most 
difficult  roles  ever  written  for  a  soprano  voice, 
Ero  in  Mancinelli's  "Ero  e  Leandro."  Man- 
cinelli's  opera  is  a  melodious,  erudite  work 
containing  many  passages  of  great  beauty  and 
charm,  but  the  music  of  the  principal  roles 
does  not  spare  its  interpreter.  For  instance, 
the  climax  of  the  great  aria  is  built  up  by  a 
repetition  of  the  same  group  of  notes  in  an 
ascending  scale,  requiring  endless  breath  and 
power  of  resistance.  Saleza  was  the  Leandro, 
and  the  opera  was  very  well  staged. 

This  was  the  season  when  Queen  Victoria 
again  asked  for  a  private  performance  of 
"Romeo  and  Juliet."  Only  this  time,  when 
Jean  de  Reszke  had  a  repetition  of  that  strange 
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and  sudden  illness  that  had  been  responsible 
for  my  making  my  operatic  bow  to  Her 
Majesty  in  the  secondary  role  of  Micaela  in 
"Carmen"  years  before,  Saleza  was  substi- 
tuted as  Romeo  and  I  appeared  before  the 
Queen  as  Juliet  after  all. 

Lord  Edward  Pelham  Clinton,  still  Master 
of  the  Queen's  Household,  told  me  afterwards 
that  before  the  performance  Queen  Victoria 
had  particularly  enjoined  him  to  instruct  the 
court  that  they  were  not  to  regard  her  cessa- 
tion of  applause  as  the  customary  signal;  that, 
as  she  was  a  great  admirer  of  mine,  they  were 
to  continue  to  applaud  even  chough  she  were 
obliged  to  stop. 

A  magnificent  room — I  judged  it  to  be  one 
of  the  smaller  reception  rooms — had  been  tem- 
porarily converted  into  a  dressing  room  for 
me,  with  the  aid  of  a  great  dressing  table  and 
necessary  toilet  adjuncts.  Its  walls  were 
adorned  with  beautiful  pictures  by  Van  Dyck, 
Vanloo,  Rubens  and  others,  and  I  was  so  busy 
looking  at  them  that  I  had  great  difficulty  in 
tearing  myself  away  in  order  to  dress.  The 
light  from  many  candles  instead  of  the  mod- 
ern electric  lights  served  me  when  I  came  to 
put  on  my  make-up. 

Candlelight  is  so  much  more  agreeable  than 
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electric  light.  I  shall  never  forget  my  intro- 
duction to  the  latter.  It  took  place  in  the  din- 
ing room  on  the  top  floor  of  the  then  new  Au- 
ditorium Hotel  in  Chicago  in  1891,  long  before 
the  day  of  roof  gardens.  The  bulbs  were  un- 
shaded, and  when  I  came  in  for  dinner  every 
one  of  their  tiny  blazing  wires  seemed  to  leap 
at  me  and  burn  itself  into  my  brain  and  I  be- 
came so  nauseated  that  I  had  to  leave.  Dur- 
ing the  remainder  of  my  stay  I  dined  in  my 
rooms  with  shaded  lights. 

The  night  of  the  command  "Romeo  and  Ju- 
liet" performance  a  small  forest  of  palms  and 
plants  served  as  a  bridge  between  the  stage 
and  the  raised  platform  upon  which  sat  the 
Queen  and  her  court.  As  this  mass  of  green 
completely  concealed  the  orchestra,  we  could 
look  directly  at  our  royal  audience,  who  seemed 
framed  in  flowers.  The  effect  was  decidedly 
wonderful. 

In  addition  to  the  perfect  setting  it  was  one 
of  those  exalted  performances  where  every  one 
does  better  than  one's  best.  That  it  so  hap- 
pened was  a  great  joy  to  me,  because  I  always 
wished  to  give  the  finest  of  which  I  was  capa- 
ble whenever  I  had  to  sing  for  any  one  so  great 
and  so  good  as  Queen  Victoria. 

As  a  very  special  honor  I  was  invited  to  sup 
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afterwards  with  the  royal  family.  This  neces- 
sitated my  getting  out  of  my  costume  and 
make-up  post  haste  and  donning  an  elaborate 
evening  gown  and  dressing  my  hair  with  great 
care,  albeit  hastily  enough,  instead  of  slipping 
into  the  usual  simple  gown  and  tucking  my 
hair  up  comfortably.  When  at  last  I  was 
ready,  I  was  taken  to  make  my  bow  to  the 
Queen. 

She  received  me  with  one  of  her  beautiful 
smiles  and  said:  "You  were  not  afraid  to- 
night, I'm  sure."  referring  to  the  Osborne  in- 
cident and  my  letter  thereupon.  "You  were 
very  wonderful. " 

I  was  terribly  moved,  as  I  always  was  in  her 
presence,  and  have  no  recollection  of  my  an- 
swer, except  that  it  caused  her  to  burst  into 
sudden  and  most  hearty  laughter. 

It  may  be  considered  a  wonderful  honor  to 
sup  with  the  royal  family  in  this  fashion,  but 
it  is  much  more  comfortable  to  go  home,  slip 
into  a  teagown  and  have  a  cup  of  bouillon  and 
a  bite  of  something,  unabashed  by  the  presence 
of  crowned  heads.  Therefore,  after  I  had  nib- 
bled a  sandwich,  I  sought  out  Lord  Edward 
and  implored  him  to  get  me  away  and  out  of 
the  castle  as  quickly  as  possible. 

The  Queen  had  instructed  her  first  lady  in 
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waiting  to  see  that  the  royal  gift  to  me  was  an 
unusually  beautiful  one.  And  it  cannot  be 
said  that  her  wish  in  the  matter  was  not  fully 
carried  out,  for  Lord  Edward  placed  in  my 
hands  a  golden  angel  standing  on  a  huge  dia- 
mond and  holding  a  scroll  in  her  outstretched 
hands  on  which  was  inscribed  in  rubies,  "Vic- 
toria R.  I."  Her  outspread  wings  were  set 
solidly  with  diamonds  and  rubies;  her  girdle 
was  of  diamonds,  with  a  big  diamond  in  the 
center,  and  her  coronet  was  composed  of  the 
same  stones.  My  first  gift  from  Her  Majesty, 
which  had  been  presented  after  the  perform- 
ance of  the  substituted  "Carmen"  two  years 
before,  had  been  a  pin  about  an  inch  and  a  half 
wide  with  her  monogram,  "V.R.I. ,"  in  rubies 
and  diamonds,  surmounted  by  a  crown. 

Both  of  these  mementos  were  burned  in  the 
fire  that,  as  I  have  already  stated,  destroyed 
all  my  possessions  as  they  were  en  route  to 
America  during  the  War.  I  do  not  think  I 
have  ever  quite  recovered  from  the  shock  of 
this  loss,  but  in  view  of  the  horrors  that  were 
taking  place  in  the  world  at  that  time  I  was 
ashamed  to  utter  a  word  of  complaint  at  the 
destruction  of  a  few  earthly  possessions,  no 
matter  how  valuable. 

In  the  summer  of  1898  the  blue  prints  for 
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the  house  we  had  planned  to  build  in  Italy 
were  approved  by  us,  but  the  actual  construc- 
tion was  turned  over  to  our  architect,  while  we 
went  to  America  for  the  season  of  1898-99. 
This  architect  left  a  master  of  the  works  who 
remained  on  the  spot,  living  in  a  room  at  the 
farm  made  for  him  as  comfortable  as  possible. 
Later  we  remained  until  November  in  the 
completed  and  comfortable  house.  This  made 
me  realize  the  overpowering  loneliness  and 
chill  this  poor  man  must  have  endured.  He 
did,  in  fact,  have  an  attack  of  erysipelas,  dur- 
ing which  he  was  cared  for  by  an  "orca"  or 
sort  of  witch  or  magic  doctor,  who  used  incan- 
tations as  well  as  herbs  for  his  cure.  It  was  all 
very  primitive,  for  the  peasantry  was  plunged 
in  the  darkest  ignorance.  Once  when  a  cow 
died  we  were  told  in  strong  Tuscan  dialect, 
upon  asking  the  cause  of  her  death,  that  the 
local  veterinary  had  pronounced  that  "she 
wished  to  die." 

In  this  period  of  high  wages  it  might  be  in- 
teresting to  note  that  the  skilled  stonecutters 
who  worked  on  our  house  were  paid  from  two 
to  two  and  a  half  francs  a  day,  while  the  ordi- 
nary masons  were  paid  a  franc.  They  began 
work  at  six  in  the  morning  and  stopped  at  six 
at  night,  with  an  interval  of  from  an  hour  and 
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a  half  to  two  hours  in  the  middle  of  the  day 
for  a  siesta.  They  lived  in  a  small  village  at 
the  foot  of  the  mountain,  and  it  took  them 
three  quarters  of  an  hour  to  reach  our  place. 

The  stone  for  the  house  was  quarried  on  our 
own  land,  but  the  sand  for  the  plaster  had  to 
be  carted  a  long  distance.  We  had  planned  a 
replica  of  a  medieval  castle,  and  began  with 
one  wing  and  a  tower.  This  was  as  far  as  we 
ever  got,  because  even  this  was  so  colossal  that 
we  were  lost  in  it. 

The  tower  was  over  sixty-five  feet  high. 
The  entrance  hall,  which  also  served  as  a  living 
room,  was  eighty  feet  long  and  thirty-five 
feet  wide  and  two  stories  high,  with  a  staircase 
and  gallery  and  the  roof  for  a  ceiling.  The 
foundations  were  six  feet  thick,  and  in  escarp- 
ment. The  finish  was  an  exact  copy  of  that 
of  the  Bargello  in  Florence.  It  was  of  chest- 
nut, which  had  been  oiled  and  lightly  stained 
before  the  decorations,  in  very  faded  colors, 
were  added.  The  walls  were  painted  in  soft 
dull  colors,  the  medieval  process  known  as  in 
tempera  being  used — in  which  the  paint  was 
mixed  with  milk.  It  was  months  before  the 
all-pervading  smell  of  milk  disappeared. 

Our  workmen  were,  of  course,  all  Italians 
190 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

who  had  been  born  to  this  type  of  construction 
and  decoration.  Others,  without  the  tradition 
in  their  blood,  could  never  have  reproduced 
such  a  perfect  illusion  of  ancient  workman- 
ship. 

We  planted  lilies  and  jasmine  and  honey- 
suckle about  our  castle,  and  on  the  great  ter- 
race before  it  we  put  an  old-fashioned  fountain 
and  pots  of  orange  and  lemon  trees.  Alas, 
these  tropical  shrubs  died  after  a  season.  Be- 
ing situated  between  two  mountains  that  cre- 
ated a  sort  of  gigantic  draught,  our  place  was 
cool  almost  to  chilliness,  even  in  the  summer, 
and  did  not  afford  our  poor  orange  trees  the 
climate  in  which  they  might  flourish.  We  had, 
however,  a  wealth  of  flowers  of  a  hardier  sort 
that  reached  great  proportions:  geraniums 
filled  the  beds  surrounding  the  fountains  and 
on  lower  and  more  protected  terraces,  pinks, 
verbena,  lemon  verbena,  and  heliotrope  blos- 
somed in  great  profusion.  By  pure  coincidence 
our  young  gardener  was  named  Faust — called 
familiarly  Faustino — and  we  had  a  young 
linen  maid  named  A'ida.  They  met  at  our 
place  and  married,  he  bringing  her  back  to 
Campigliono  to  live.  The  following  year  a 
child  was  born,  whom,  in  order  to  keep  up  the 
operatic    tradition,     they    named     Rigoletto, 
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which  being  translated  means  literally  "little 
fool." 

Across  the  valley  was  the  forest  of  Vallom- 
brosa,  affording  us  a  beautiful  view  of  wooded 
slopes  as  well  as  being  a  mecca  for  excursions. 
Behind  us  rose  a  mountain,  the  ridge  of  which 
provided  a  rough  high  road  or  trail,  called 
Strada  Maremmana,  for  the  shepherds  and 
their  flocks.  As  the  seasons  varied  they  could 
be  seen  making  their  leisurely  way  to  the  low- 
lands or  toiling  up  to  the  highlands,  as  the 
case  might  be. 

After  returning  from  a  two-hour  to  three- 
hour  walk  that  might  have  taken  us  through 
the  woods  as  far  as  the  Consuma,  which  lies 
on  the  direct  road  to  Casentino,  celebrated  for 
many  of  the  bloody  fights  of  the  Guelphs  and 
the  Ghibellines,  we  used  to  picnic  on  this  ridge 
in  the  evening.  The  period  of  the  harvest  and 
hunter's  moon,  when  the  sun  sets  almost  simul- 
taneously with  the  rising  of  the  moon,  was  one 
we  particularly  loved  for  these  picnics,  as  it 
enabled  us  to  stroll  home  by  bright  moonlight 
after  supper. 

Our  very  dear  friends,  the  Boits,  at  whose 
home  I  had  met  Henry  James  in  my  girlhood, 
were  our  inseparable  companions  on  these 
jaunts.     They  had  bought  a  most  enchanting 
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farm  not  far  from  us,  which  they  had  con- 
verted into  a  comfortable  and  delightful  house. 
It  had  formerly  been  the  property  of  the  monks 
of  Vallombrosa,  and  one  of  their  farms,  and 
all  the  rooms  were  erstwhile  cells.  The  Boits 
had  managed  to  make  it  over  into  a  dwelling 
place  without  destroying  its  original  charac- 
ter, and  had  left  unchanged  the  beautiful  great 
terrace  on  which  the  monks  had  had  their 
vegetable  garden.  This  terrace  was  divided 
up  by  paths  made  of  rough,  flat,  irregular 
stones,  into  rose  beds  which  were  a  mass  of 
bloom  the  whole  summer.  In  the  center  of 
the  garden  surrounded  by  walls  three  feet  high 
was  a  great  octagonal  basin  from  which  rose  a 
single  jet  of  water.  This  fountain  had  served 
the  monks  as  a  source  of  water  in  former  years. 

In  the  summer  when  we  drew  up  the  plans 
for  Torre  di  Campiglioni,  Mr.  Grau  came  to 
me  to  assure  me  of  my  engagement  for  the  fol- 
lowing season  in  America  and  asked  me,  as 
was  his  custom,  what  new  opera  I  should  like 
to  sing  that  year. 

I  answered,  "Ai'da!" 

He  threw  up  his  hands  in  despair.  "Why," 
he  cried,  "choose  an  opera  in  which  you  have 
to  be  a  Negress?  No  one  will  be  able  to  see 
what  you  look  like.    Why  not  choose  sure  suc- 
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cesses?  'Aida'  has  never  drawn  in  America, 
no  matter  how  great  a  cast  I  gave  it." 

I  insisted,  however,  telling  him  that  the  idea 
that  I  must  do  "Aida"  had  become  an  obses- 
sion with  me.  In  the  end  he  acceded  to  my  de- 
sire, and  assured  me  that  he  would  give  it 
every  chance,  with  new  scenery,  new  costumes 
for  the  chorus  and  full  rehearsals. 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  saw  to  it 
that  the  chorus  and  orchestra  were  rehearsed 
as  carefully  as  though  it  were  a  new  opera, 
and  that  the  scenery  was  refurbished — al- 
though scenery  in  those  days  was  not  looked 
upon  as  the  most  important  part  of  opera. 

To  secure  the  proper  make-up  for  Aida  I 
combined  the  formula  Sarah  Bernhardt  used 
in  creating  the  peculiarly  beautiful  color  of  her 
Cleopatra,  and  of  which  Mrs.  Grau  had  told 
me,  with  certain  ingredients  of  my  own  dis- 
covery, the  composition  of  which  I  have  never 
told  and  never  shall !  The  result  was  an  Aida 
darker  than  Sarah's  lovely  Cleopatra,  rather 
the  dull  copper  color  of  the  North  American 
Indian,  and  one  who  was — I  can  say  it,  since 
she  bore  no  resemblance  to  Emma  Eames — 
very,  very  beautiful.  I  completed  this  make-up 
by  abandoning  the  unsightly  cotton  arm  pieces 
worn  by  previous  Aidas  and  painting  my  arms, 
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face  and  neck  with  my  famous   preparation. 

During  the  rehearsals  I  gave  no  hint  to  any 
one  of  the  interpretation  I  had  planned  for 
Aida.  I  had  worked  it  out  in  secret  and,  as  it 
seemed  to  me  to  be  very  audacious,  I  quite 
trembled  and  wondered  if  I  should  have  the 
aplomb  to  carry  it  out  once  before  my  audi- 
ence. I  had  created  Aida  as  I  did  my  other 
roles — I  say  "created''  because,  although 
"Aida"  was  an  old  opera,  in  keeping  faith  with 
my  rule  of  never  attending  an  opera  in  which 
I  might  have  to  sing,  I  had  never  seen  the  role 
portrayed  for  fear  of  adopting,  unconsciously, 
some  other  singer's  interpretation — without 
the  aid  of  a  looking-glass,  having  relied  upon 
the  mirror  of  my  imagination  as  the  truer  re- 
flector. 

Just  before  the  performance  the  assist- 
ant manager  came  to  my  dressing  room  to  see 
my  costumes — as  indeed  many  of  my  comrades 
did  on  my  first  nights,  for  my  costumes  were 
considered  always  so  beautiful  and  so  correct. 
When  he  saw  me  in  my  Ai'da  make-up  he  ex- 
claimed, "No  one  would  ever  know  you.  How 
you  have  transformed  yourself!" 

This  remark  gave  me  the  courage  of  my 
planned   interpretation,   and    I    dared   to   act 
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A'ida  as  the  mirror  of  my  imagination  had 
shown  her  to  me,  a  little  passionate,  panting 
savage,  albeit  a  princess.  I  was  told  that  as 
Aida  was  a  prima  donna's  role,  a  seat  on  the 
throne  was  always  provided  for  her  beside 
Amneris.  This  seemed  to  me  idiotic,  as  one 
was  in  ignorance  of  A'ida's  royal  origin.  I 
therefore  insisted  upon  sitting  on  the  steps  at 
the  feet  of  Amneris,  the  slave's  proper  attitude. 

We  sang  "Aida"  for  the  first  time  in  Buffalo 
with  de  Marchi  as  Rhadames.  Then  we  pre- 
sented this  opera  in  New  York,  and  it  took  the 
town  by  storm.  The  subsequent  popularity  of 
the  work  is  too  well  known  for  me  to  comment 
upon.  I  have  sometimes  wondered,  as  I  saw 
it  become  a  veritable  war  horse,  the  old  reliable 
that  has  inaugurated  opera  season  after  opera 
season  in  New  York  and  Chicago,  if  to-day 
the  opera  goers  praise  or  blame  me  most  for 
its  revival. 

It  might  be  well  to  mention  that  perhaps 
some  of  the  credit  for  the  startling  success  of 
"Aida"  was  due  to  the  inspiration  I  always  de- 
rived from  the  American  audiences.  The 
American  public,  open-hearted,  responsive  and 
keenly  alive  and  eager  to  hear  its  favorites, 
not  only  made  me  feel  that  it  was  glad  to  see 
me  do  well,  which  is  always  a  help,  but  brought 

196 


Photograph  by  Aime  Dupont 


As  AlDA 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

with  it  an  atmosphere  of  enthusiasm  which 
communicated  its  vibrations  to  me. 

Those  who  did  not  hear  me  sing  in  America 
never  really  heard  me.  In  England  the  audi- 
ences do  not  meet  the  artists  halfway.  Years 
of  self-repression  and  direction  prevent  them 
from  letting  themselves  go,  at  least  at  first, 
and  I  always  dreaded  the  first  act,  during 
which  I  had  to  rouse  them.  They  were  very 
friendly  and  willing  to  be  moved,  and  once 
moved  very  enthusiastic,  but,  as  I  said  before, 
they  do  not  meet  one  halfway.  And  in  conse- 
quence the  London  season,  coming  as  it  did 
immediately  after  the  long  and  exciting  one 
in  America,  was  always  a  strain. 

That  season  of  the  sensational  revival  of 
"A'ida"  the  entire  company  made  a  continent- 
wide  tour,  which  began  in  Canada  at  Montreal, 
went  south  to  New  Orleans  and  then  west  by 
way  of  San  Antonio  and  Los  Angeles  to  San 
Francisco.  Calve,  Sembrich,  Sybil  Sanderson 
and  myself  were  among  those  who  carried  the 
burden  of  the  principal  feminine  roles  on  that 
trip. 

Julian  was  in  very  poor  health  that  year  and 
unable  to  accompany  me.  The  best  doctors  of 
London  and  Paris  had  been  unable  to  discover 
the  cause  of  his  illness ;  and  at  last,  in  despera- 
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tion,  I  had  written  to  his  cousin,  an  eminent 
physician  of  Philadelphia,  Dr.  George  McClel- 
lan,  asking  for  his  help  on  our  arrival  in  New 
York.  Dr.  McClellan  took  charge  of  the  case, 
quieted  my  anxiety  by  assuring  me  that  Julian 
would  have  the  best  of  care  during  my  ab- 
sence, and  told  me,  if  I  really  wanted  to  hasten 
the  cure,  to  write  Julian  a  cheerful  letter  every 
day  which  contained  no  suggestion  of  depres- 
sion or  worry  about  his  condition;  that  that 
would  be  the  best  possible  tonic  for  him.  And, 
acting  upon  Dr.  McClellan's  instructions,  I 
wrote  my  husband  daily  volumes  about  the  in- 
numerable amusing,  entertaining  and  novel 
things  that  happened  on  our  coast-to-coasti 
journey. 

In  Montreal,  in  order  to  have  a  place  big 
enough  to  accommodate  the  audience,  we  gave 
the  performance  in  the  skating  rink.  The 
opera  in  which  I  sang  was  "Tannhauser,"  with 
Dippel  as  the  hero  and  myself  as  Elizabeth. 
Just  before  the  performance  the  weather, 
which  had  been  doubtful  all  day,  turned  to  a 
downpour.  The  roof  of  the  rink,  although 
really  not  in  bad  shape,  might  have  been 
tighter  than  it  was.  And  Dippel,  egged  on  by 
Walter  Damrosch,  began  the  series  of  Weber 
and  Fields  jokes  that  followed  us  to  the  Pa- 
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cific  Coast  by  appearing  in  the  wings  holding 
a  huge  cotton  umbrella,  which  in  conjunction 
with  his  Tannhauser  costume,  put  us  into  a 
hilarious  mood  from  which  we  found  it  diffi- 
cult to  recover  for  the  serious  work  of  the 
evening. 

Our  experiences  on  this  tour  were  extremely 
varied.  In  Atlanta,  Georgia,  the  raising  of  the 
curtain  revealed  one  of  the  loveliest  sights  that 
I  have  ever  witnessed.  All  the  beautiful 
women  of  Atlanta — and  it  is  famed  for  its 
beautiful  women — seemed  to  be  present  in 
their  most  exquisite  gowns,  and  each  held  a 
bouquet  in  her  lap.  It  was  more  like  an  en- 
chanted flower  garden  than  an  audience. 

From  this  heavenly  vision,  we  descended  to 
things  less  lovely;  in  short,  to  the  flying  cock- 
roaches in  those  Southern  hotel  dining  rooms. 
Not  knowing  what  they  were  at  first,  I  called 
the  attention  of  the  waiter  to  these  insects,  and 
asked  him  how  there  happened  to  be  so  many 
humming  birds  in  the  room.  He  was  hugely 
amused  and  with  a  fat  Negro  laugh  an- 
swered: "But  dem  ain't  no  hummin'  birds; 
dem's  flyin'  cockroaches !" 

We  seemed  to  strike  a  convention  in  every 
city  of  our  itinerary.  I  remember  in  Houston, 
Texas — where  we  sang  "Lohengrin"  in  the  big 
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hall  used  for  such  conventions — the  walls  of 
our  dressing  rooms  were  covered  with  grue- 
some sketches  of  coffins,  skulls  and  crossbones, 
all  reminiscences  of  the  previous  show.  Al- 
though Mr.  Grau's  managers  used  every  care 
and  precaution,  oftener  than  not  we  were  com- 
pelled to  put  up  with  the  most  primitive  ac- 
commodations in  our  dressing  rooms.  The 
day  before  we  were  due  in  Houston  that  city's 
chief  hotel  burned  to  the  ground,  and  upon  our 
arrival  we  had  to  pack  ourselves  into  a  smaller 
one.  I  came  off  rather  better  than  most,  for 
Miss  Fetridge  harangued  the  loiterers  in  the 
hotel  lobby  and  begged  some  one  of  them  to 
show  the  Southern  chivalry  for  which  his 
state  was  famous  by  giving  up  his  room  to  me. 
This  was  done  immediately,  I  must  confess, 
and  Southern  chivalry  vindicated  its  reputa- 
tion. 

However,  the  enthusiasm  and  understand- 
ing of  our  audiences  more  than  compensated 
for  any  inconveniences  or  discomforts  along 
the  way.  And  some  incident  was  always  tak- 
ing place  in  the  various  towns  to  brighten  our 
stay  for  us.  One  evening  in  Buffalo,  as  Sybil 
Sanderson,  Miss  Fetridge,  and  I  were  sitting 
down  to  dinner  in  Sybil's  room — again  on  ac- 
count of  overcrowding  we  had  to  eat  in  our 
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bedrooms — a  pale-faced  young  man  walked 
into  the  room.  Thinking  him  a  reporter,  I  im- 
mediately told  him  to  leave,  but  instead  he  ad- 
vanced toward  us  and  murmured  that  he 
wanted  a  drink.  By  this  time  I  was  thoroughly 
incensed  at  the  intrusion  and  rising,  took  him 
by  the  shoulders,  marched  him  to  the  door  and 
thrust  him  out  into  the  hall,  where  he  tottered 
away  to  his  room. 

Sybil,  being  very  human  and  filled  with 
curiosity,  rushed  to  the  door  to  see  who  he 
might  be  and  where  he  went.  She  discovered 
that  he  was  not  a  reporter  after  all,  but  a 
young  man  celebrating  his  wedding  journey  by 
getting  into  the  most  violent  state  of  intoxica- 
tion. Almost  immediately  he  emerged  from 
his  room  and  went  downstairs  for  that  famous 
drink  for  which  he  had  asked  us  and  of  which, 
certainly,  he  had  no  need.  And  Sybil  and  I, 
rushing  across  the  hall,  peeped  into  the  room 
he  had  left  and  discovered  that  the  poor  little 
bride,  who  was  dissolved  in  tears,  had  had  no 
dinner  and  was  in  despair  over  the  antics  of 
this  remarkable  bridegroom. 

At  last  we  arrived  in  California,  in  my  case, 
in  San  Francisco.  I  made  my  San  Francisco 
debut  in  "Tannhauser,"  and  of  course  later 
sang  in  the  "Nozze  di  Figaro"  with  Sembrich. 
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It  was  at  this  last  performance  that  the  brother 
of  a  dear  friend  of  mine,  Dr.  Tevis,  gave  me  one 
of  the  most  charming  surprises  that  it  had  ever 
been  my  good  fortune  to  receive  in  my  career. 
He  stationed  people  with  huge  bouquets  of 
roses  and  carnations  in  the  front  row  and  the 
boxes  on  either  side  of  the  stage,  and  at  a 
signal  after  the  great  aria  in  the  third  act, 
"Dove  sono,"  these  flowers  were  thrown  to  me 
in  a  shower.  For  a  moment  the  air  seemed 
filled  with  roses.  My  emotion  and  delight  at 
this  least  of  his  many  kindnesses  during  our 
friendship  can  more  readily  be  imagined  than 
described. 

Not  long  after  this,  calamity  descended  upon 
the  opera  company,  and  one  after  another  the 
various  members  succumbed  to  California 
grippe.  I  was  the  last  victim,  falling  ill  about 
a  week  before  I  was  to  sing  "Aida."  As  no  one 
expected  I  should  be  able  to  go  through  with 
this  performance,  Mr.  Grau  announced  as 
much  to  the  San  Francisco  guarantors,  and 
these  gentlemen  immediately  insisted  upon  a 
doctor's  certificate.  No  doubt  their  demand 
was  prompted  by  the  strange  rumor  to  the  ef- 
fect that  Grau  was  not  letting  his  star  singers 
appear  whenever  he  felt  he  could  substitute 
cheaper  ones.     Nothing  could  have  been  more 
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na'ive  to  any  one  who  knows  anything  about 
operatic  contracts.  An  operatic  contract  calls 
for  a  certain  number  of  performances  which 
must  be  offered  to  the  artist  within  the  terms 
and  conditions  of  the  contract,  and  if  not  of- 
fered must  be  paid  for  as  guaranteed.  The 
"economy"  therefore  of  which  he  was  accused 
would  have  been  quite  the  reverse,  as  he  would 
have  had  to  pay  two  people  instead  of  one. 

When  the  guarantors  insisted  upon  my  phy- 
sician signing  a  certificate  stating  that  I  was 
unable  to  sing,  Mr.  Grau  said — and  I  was 
deeply  touched  when  told  of  it — 

"Gentlemen,  I  will  exact  it  if  you  wish;  but 
I  know  two  things  about  Madame  Eames:  the 
first  is  that  if  she  says  she  cannot  sing,  it  is 
because  she  really  cannot;  and  the  second,  if 
she  is  unable  to  sing  it  is  through  no  fault  of 
her  own." 

However,  I  heard  that  the  San  Franciscans 
were  expressing  a  losing  confidence  in  the  com- 
pany, which  is  always  the  death  knell  of  any 
season;  and  I  decided  that  it  was  incumbent 
upon  me  to  make  a  superhuman  effort  to  sing 
"Aida."  A  bad  bronchial  attack  was  one 
symptom  of  my  grippe  and  this  made  it  impos- 
sible for  me  to  speak.  In  fact,  to  try  to  speak 
one  word  brought  on  terrible  coughing  fits. 
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But  I  discovered  upon  trying  my  singing  voice 
— one  sings  above  one's  speaking  voice — that 
it  seemed  in  good  condition.  Therefore  I 
risked  the  "A'ida"  performance  and,  except  for 
one  note,  I  never  sang  better.  But  afterwards 
my  heart  gave  out  from  the  strain  of  the  re- 
sponsibility and  anxiety,  and  I  was  ill  for  days. 
However,  I  never  regretted  the  enormous  ef- 
fort, for  the  day  was  saved  for  Grau  and  the 
people's  faith  in  him  restored. 

San  Francisco  in  those  days  was  as  different 
from  the  present  one  as  the  modern  New  York 
is  unlike  that  of  1891.  Its  society  was  simple, 
limited  in  number  and  charming  and  those  I 
saw  seemed  like  one  large  joyous  family. 

Dr.  Tevis  gave  me  a  delightful  party  at  the 
Bohemian  Club.  The  banquet  hall  was  gar- 
landed with  flowers  and  the  little  supper  tables 
decorated  with  poinsettias.  The  guests,  being 
in  truly  festal  mood,  made  a  real  celebration  of 
it.  On  another  occasion  I  was  shown  the 
original  Chinatown,  at  least  that  part  of  it 
that  could  be  decently  visited,  and  afterwards 
was  grateful  for  the  opportunity,  as  its  charm 
and  Oriental  character  had  completely  van- 
ished when  I  visited  it  again  in  later  years  after 
the  earthquake. 
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The  town  made  the  opera  season  an  occasion 
for  festival,  and  the  Palace  Hotel — the  same 
Palace  Hotel  to  which  we  went  upon  our  ar- 
rival from  China  years  before — was  the  scene 
of  many  dinners  before  the  opera  and  innumer- 
able parties  afterwards.  This  hotel  was  built 
around  a  large,  roofed-in  courtyard,  a  true 
Spanish  type  of  patio.  In  honor  of  the  opera 
season  one  half  of  this  courtyard  had  been  con- 
verted into  a  palm  grove,  carpeted  with  beau- 
tiful Oriental  rugs  and  warmed  here  and  there 
with  braziers  of  blazing  qharcoal.  Two 
Chinese,  in  the  colorful  costumes  of  their  coun- 
try, were  stationed  at  the  doors  to  admit  the 
guests. 

As  an  additional  courtesy  to  the  opera  com- 
pany, John  Mackay,  president  of  the  Commer- 
cial Cable  Company,  put  the  cables  at  our  dis- 
posal, in  order  that  we  might  send  any  message 
we  wished  to  our  friends.  I  looked  upon  this 
as  a  mere  gracious  matter  of  form,  until  one 
day  Mr.  Mackay  called  upon  me  and  told  me 
that  the  other  members  of  the  company  were 
sending  volumes  all  over  the  world,  and 
begged  me  to  do  likewise.  I  immediately  com- 
plied, and  sent  three  or  four  reckless  cables  to 
different  friends.  One  of  them  told  me  after- 
wards that  she  received  a  long  cable  from  me 
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filled  with  "ifs"  and  "ands,"  she  thought  I 
must  have  taken  leave  of  my  senses. 

Upon  our  return  to  New  York,  I  sang  Ero 
in  "Ero  e  Leandro"  and  my  beloved  Sieglinde 
in  "Die  Walkure,"  with  Lili  Lehmann  as 
Briinhilde,  Schumann-Heink  as  Frika,  Van 
Rooy  as  Wotan,  and  Van  Dyke  as  Siegmund, 
Anton  Seidl  conducting.  I  dressed  Sieglinde 
in  sand  color,  as  the  traditional  white  costumes 
worn  by  others  who  played  the  part  had  always 
seemed  to  me  too  startling.  I  felt  that  Sieg- 
linde should  seem  to  melt  into  the  dim,  eerie 
light  of  most  of  her  scenes. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  Frau  Wagner, 
who  had  often  asked  me  previously  to  sing  at 
Bayreuth,  again  sent  me  a  message  by  one  of 
her  great  admirers,  begging  me  to  sing  the 
following  season  at  the  great  Wagnerian  festi- 
val, assuring  me  that  she  knew  how  to  treat  an 
artist  and  that  I  should  receive  every  con- 
sideration. Having  heard  tales  of  the  way  she 
treated  artists,  particularly  Jean  de  Reszke,  I 
told  this  intermediary  that  I  did  not  care  to 
place  myself  at  her  mercy.  I  added  further 
that,  since  singers  only  went  to  Bayreuth  for 
prestige,  and  in  order  to  be  able  to  demand  a 
bigger  fee  in  America,  and  as  I  felt  I  needed 
neither  more  prestige  nor  a  larger  fee,  I  saw 
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no  reason  for  subjecting  myself  to  the  commer- 
cialized Bayreuth  of  1900  that  bore  no  re- 
semblance to  its  original. 

We  played  the  "Magic  Flute,,  that  year,  with 
Sembrich  as  the  Queen  of  the  Night,  myself 
as  Pamina  and — to  give  some  idea  of  the  status 
of  the  rest  of  the  cast — the  great  Ternina  as 
the  first  Demoiselle.  Mozart's  opera,  for 
which  the  prices  of  admission  were  raised,  was 
very  carefully  prepared  and  rehearsed,  but  we 
who  took  part  in  it  called  it  disrespectfully, 
"the  four-ring  circus. " 

Towards  the  end  of  the  nineties,  during  one 
of  the  seasons  when  I  did  not  sing  in  America, 
I  created  at  Monte  Carlo,  the  role  of  Ghisele, 
in  the  posthumous  work  of  that  name  by 
Cesar  Franck.  It  was  a  tiring,  difficult,  un- 
grateful role — the  opera  was  never  successful 
enough  to  become  part  of  any  operatic  rep- 
ertoire— and  at  the  end  of  the  first  per- 
formance I  returned  to  my  dressing  room, 
flung  myself  into  a  chair  and  said  to  my  rather 
green  French  maid,  "Oh,  Josephine,  I  am  so 
tired.  Undress  me."  "Je  crois  bien,  madame" 
she  answered,  "apres  avoir  crie  comme  ga  pendant 
toute  une  soiree."  ("I  should  think  you  would 
be,  madame,  after  shouting  like  that  a  whole 
evening.") 
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This  fatigue,  so  delightfully  accounted  for 
by  my  maid,  should  have  been  a  warning  sig- 
nal; but  I  had,  in  my  concentration  on  my 
work,  a  bad  habit  of  disregarding  signals.  My 
only  existence  was  in  my  music.  The  events 
in  the  outside  world  made  no  impression  upon 
me.  The  other  day  some  one  asked  some  ques- 
tion about  the  Boer  War,  and  I  answered, 
without  thinking  how  it  sounded,  "Oh,  I  was 
so  terribly  busy  at  the  time  that  I  didn't  notice 
it."  And  the  absurd  part  of  that  statement  was 
its  perfect  truth. 

The  habit  of  becoming  so  tremendously  ab- 
sorbed in  my  work,  combined  with  the  over- 
stimulating  climate  of  New  York,  soon  began 
to  tell  on  me,  and  the  week  before  the  first  per- 
formance of  the  "Magic  Flute"  brought  me  to 
a  breakdown. 

My  breakdowns  were  not  the  collapses  of 
most  people,  but  a  rebellion  of  my  nerves  which 
caused  all  my  muscles  to  contract  spasmodi- 
cally, particularly  those  of  my  throat.  The 
crisis  of  this  one  came  on  in  a  performance  of 
the  "Nozze  di  Figaro,"  when  feeling  this  con- 
traction overtaking  me,  I  was  seized  with  panic 
at  the  idea  of  being  alone  on  the  stage  during 
the  singing  of  the  great  aria  beginning,  "Dove 
sono."     I  sent  for  Mancinelli,  who  was  con- 
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ducting  that  evening,  and  told  him  what  had 
happened;  and  when  he  saw  my  face  tears 
came  into  his  eyes  and  he  said,  "Not  only  shall 
you  not  sing  that  aria,  but  we'll  stop  the  opera, 
if  you  want  us  to." 

I  answered:  "Oh,  no;  I  think  I  can  manage 
if  other  people  are  on  the  stage  with  me." 

And  I  did  manage,  although  I  was  only  able 
barely  to  sketch  the  part. 

The  next  day  I  said  very  calmly  to  my  be- 
loved Miss  Fetridge :  "I  know  how  to  sing,  and 
the  doctor  says  there  is  nothing  the  matter 
with  my  voice.  Therefore,  my  inability  to  sing 
last  night  can  only  be  accounted  for  by  the  fact 
that  I  must  be  insane."  And  then  I  asked  her 
to  send  for  the  great  nerve  specialist  and  alien- 
ist, Dr.  George  Jacoby. 

Dr.  Jacoby  came  and,  after  hearing  the 
whole  story,  said:  "But,  my  dear  child,  will 
you  have  no  mercy  on  yourself?  You  have 
driven  yourself  beyond  your  limit  of  endur- 
ance. That  is  all.  You  must  have  a  complete 
rest." 

But  I  told  him  that  before  I  could  rest  I  must 
sing  in  those  four  performances  of  the  "Magic 
Flute"  for  which  Mr.  Grau  was  depending 
upon  me;  and  that  no  matter  what  happened 
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to  me  afterwards,  I  must  not  leave  him  in  the 
lurch. 

Dr.  Jacoby  considered  this,  and  then  began 
his  years  of  intelligent  care  of  me  by  telling  me 
that  he  would  agree  to  only  one  thing,  and  that 
was  that  should  he,  on  the  day  of  the  per- 
formance, feel  that  I  was  able  to  go  through 
an  evening  on  the  stage  without  injury  to  my- 
self, he  would  consent  to  my  singing.  And  if 
he  did  not  think  so,  and  if  I  had  not  responded 
to  treatment  as  he  hoped,  and  was  not  able  to 
sing,  Mr.  Grau  would  have  to  be  left  in  the 
lurch,  "Magic  Flute"  or  no  "Magic  Flute." 

At  last  both  Mr.  Grau  and  myself  agreed  to 
this  wise  ultimatum,  and  keeping  any  hint  of 
the  true  state  of  affairs  from  the  public,  I  lay  in 
a  darkened  room,  letting  my  brain  and  nerves 
relax,  taking  a  few  simple  remedies  and  no 
drugs  until  the  day  of  the  general  rehearsal  of 
the  "Magic  Flute,"  when  I  was  allowed  to  sing. 
Each  of  the  four  performances  of  the  opera 
was  preceded  by  this  same  treatment,  includ- 
ing quiet  rest  in  the  darkened  room. 

There  was  a  great  clamor  that  spring,  after 
the  presentation  of  the  "Magic  Flute"  for  a 
last  performance  of  "Faust,"  and  Mr.  Grau 
begged  me  to  appear  one  last  time  that  season 
as  Marguerite.    But  I  simply  could  not.    I  had 

210 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

sung  the  role  so  many  evenings  that  winter, 
in  spite  of  my  fatigue,  that  I  was  certain  that 
the  memory  of  the  effort  I  had  had  to  make, 
in  addition  to  my  weakened  condition,  would 
make  it  impossible  for  me  to  get  through  it. 
The  only  thing  that  made  the  "Magic  Flute" 
possible  for  me  was  the  fact  that  I  was  appear- 
ing in  it  for  the  first  time  and  it  had  no  painful 
associations. 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  season  Dr.  Jacoby 
sent  me  away  for  an  eighteen  months'  rest. 

As  I  was  not  strong  enough  to  superintend 
the  moving  of  the  furniture  we  had  bought  the 
year  before  into  our  new  house  in  Vallombrosa, 
I  remained  in  Paris  while  Julian  went  on  ahead 
to  get  everything  in  readiness  for  me.  In  what 
seemed  to  me  an  incredibly  short  time  he  sent 
for  me,  and  upon  my  arrival  at  Vallombrosa  I 
found  that,  as  the  big  house  was  as  yet  unin- 
habitable, he  had  had  a  cosy  little  apartment 
prepared  for  us  in  an  adjacent  farmhouse 
of  ours. 

Before  the  summer  was  over,  however,  we 
were  established  in  our  own  home,  Torre  di 
Campiglioni.  Here,  in  a  country  where  the 
siesta  was  a  national  habit,  it  was  easy  for  me 
to  do  nothing  but  sleep  and  rest  and  give  the 
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overtired  nerves  of  my  throat  a  chance  to  re- 
cuperate. 

All  summer  long  I  was  literally  buried  in 
dogs.  My  little  Peeny  had  had  four  beautiful 
puppies,  and  the  first-born,  much  larger  than 
his  mother,  a  splendid,  golden-brown  dachs- 
hund whom  I  called  Haensel,  or  my  Golden 
Knight,  struggled  to  get  to  me  even  before  his 
eyes  were  open.  Peeny  seemed  to  have  passed 
the  love  she  had  for  me  on  to  him  twofold.  We 
kept  one  other  puppy  of  this  litter,  whom  we 
named  Tekel.  His  specialty  was  watching  the 
builders  at  work,  and  every  day  you  might  see 
him  seated  at  some  strategic  point  keeping  his 
eye  on  the  construction  of  the  terrace  and 
grounds. 

In  addition  to  the  dachshunds  we  had  two 
pedigreed  Scotch  deerhounds,  a  gift  to  Julian. 
And  one  of  these  deerhounds,  named  Onward, 
and  Haensel,  never  would  let  me  out  of  their 
sight.  Even  during  my  afternoon  siesta  they 
had  to  be  with  me.  Being  little  more  than 
puppies,  at  first  it  was  thought  that  they  would 
be  noisy  and  disturb  me,  and  they  were  turned 
over  to  one  of  the  servants  for  safe-keeping 
during  my  daily  nap.  But  they  always  es- 
caped, and  flew  to  my  bedroom  door  to  sniff 
and  scratch  and   whine  until  they  were  ad- 
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mitted.  At  last  I  decided  that  they  couldn't  be 
noisier  in  the  room  than  at  the  door,  and  let 
them  stay  with  me.  They  showed  their  appre- 
ciation of  this  concession  by  keeping  still  as 
mice  each  afternoon  until  I  awakened. 

Every  time  I  sat  down  at  least  four  dogs 
plunged  forward  and  tried  to  sit  on  me,  and 
I  never  could  convince  Onward,  the  deer- 
hound,  that  he  was  not  a  lap  dog.  Haensel 
carried  his  devotion  to  me  even  to  the  point  of 
insisting  upon  being  with  me  when  I  prac- 
ticed. He  would  rush  up  and  jump  and  de- 
mand to  be  taken  up  while  I  was  standing  at 
the  piano.  At  last  one  day  I  picked  him  up  im- 
patiently, and  put  him  down  hard  on  the  top 
of  the  piano  with  the  command:  "Stay  there !" 
And  he  did  stay  there,  and  furthermore  every 
day  thereafter  insisted  upon  staying  there. 
He  would  lie  with  his  head  on  his  paws,  his 
eyes  never  moving  from  me,  the  whole  time  I 
sang. 

Many  years  afterwards  I  had  another  dachs- 
hund, who  loathed  anything  like  practicing, 
but  was  enchanted  by  melody  and  never  pro- 
tested against  even  my  highest  note.  When 
I  sang  scales  or  any  other  form  of  vocalises 
she  would  howl  in  anguish,  and  sustained  notes 
caused  a  paroxysm  during  which  she  tried  to 
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sing  literally  the  same  note  and  succeeded! 
One  could  not  criticize  her  musical  taste ! 

We  remained  in  Italy  during  that  summer 
and  fall  of  1899  an<3  the  whole  of  1900.  Our 
dear  friends,  and  afterward  neighbors,  the 
Boits,  came  to  Vallombrosa  in  the  summer  of 
1899  and  bought  and  rebuilt  the  house  I  have 
described  previously,  called  Cernitoio.  The 
next  summer  many  delightful  people  came  to 
Vallombrosa  and  the  Saltino  from  Sicily  and 
the  vicinity  of  Naples,  as  Vallombrosa  is  a 
very  fashionable  mountain  resort  for  Italians. 
Diplomats  marooned  in  Rome  for  the  hot 
months  found  it  a  relief  to  run  up  to  the 
mountains  by  the  funicular  railway  for  a 
breath  of  cool  air.  As  we  had  a  delightful 
house,  with  plenty  of  guest  rooms  and  an 
excellent  chef — the  food  offered  by  the  sum- 
mer hotels  beggared  description — our  home 
became  a  rendezvous  for  all  these  people,  who 
came  to  visit  and  often  remained  to  buy  or 
build.  It  was  not  long  before  we  were  the 
center  of  a  rather  large  colony,  and  a  place 
that  might  otherwise  have  been  bleak  and 
lonely  became  quite  cheerful. 

As  this  was  before  the  time  of  automobiles, 
at  least  practical  ones  for  mountain  climbing, 

214 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

and  as  our  house  was  difficult  of  access,  friends 
who  really  wanted  to  see  us  were  the  only  ones 
with  the  courage  to  make  the  trip.  And  even 
the  valorous  ones  often  nearly  succumbed  to 
the  difficulties  of  ascent.  I  remember  our 
waiting  and  waiting  until  we  were  in  despair 
for  the  arrival  of  the  Count  of  Turin  for  lunch, 
only  to  have  him  and  his  perspiring  aide-de- 
camp, Count  Thaon  de  Revel,  arrive  at  the  foot 
of  the  lawn  just  as  we  had  given  up  all  hope, 
and  ask  us  if  we  could  send  down  a  couple  of 
our  great  white  oxen  to  drag  up  their  car, 
which  had  broken  down  halfway  up  our 
mountain. 

Upon  our  return  to  Paris  after  that  year  and 
a  half  in  Vallombrosa,  I  was  amazed  one  after- 
noon to  have  the  card  of  James  Gordon  Ben- 
nett brought  in  to  me.  I  read  his  name  unbe- 
lievingly, as  it  was  a  matter  of  common  talk 
that  he  did  not  like  me — although  no  one  knew 
why,  least  of  all  myself — and  had  given  the 
New  York  Herald  emphatic  instructions  to 
dismiss  any  operatic  success  of  mine  with  a 
bare  mention,  and  not  to  print  my  name  if  it 
could  be  helped. 

Of  course  I  said  I  would  receive  him,  and  the 
first  thing  he  remarked  when  he  came  into  the 
room  was,  "Mrs.  Story,  I  have  come  to  make 
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you  my  deepest  apology/'  and  then  went  on  to 
explain. 

It  seems  that  seven  years  before,  in  1893, 
the  same  singer  who  had  prevented  my  Brus- 
sels debut  and  alienated  Marchesi,  had  been 
chagrined  at  her  reception  in  New  York  and 
had  cabled  to  Paris  to  Mr.  Bennett  to  the  effect 
that  the  success  that  was  due  her  had  been 
forestalled  by  a  cable  got  up  by  Emma  Eames. 
Mr.  Bennett  told  me  that  when  he  received  her 
cable  telling  of  this  alleged  action  of  mine  he 
had  thought  that  he  had  never  heard  of  any- 
thing more  contemptible,  and  had  immediately 
cabled  the  instructions  above  mentioned  to  the 
Herald.  He  went  on  to  say  that  he  had  just 
learned  by  the  merest  chance,  and  from  a  per- 
son who  neither  knew  me  nor  was  particularly 
interested  in  me,  that  this  singer  had  deliber- 
ately lied,  and  therefore  he  had  come  that 
afternoon  to  "place  the  Herald  at  my  feet."  I 
could  have  told  him  that  I  could  not  see  that 
its  attitude  had  materially  hindered  my  career, 
but  refrained  from  doing  so. 

Bennett  in  appearance  was  a  hard,  austere 
man  and  entirely  unapproachable.  One  of  the 
Herald  men  told  me  later  that  the  reporters 
had  known  the  facts  of  this  singer's  cable  all 
along,  but  none  of  them  dared  to  go  to  Ben- 
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nett  about  it.  Nevertheless,  he  possessed  a 
keen  sense  of  justice,  as  the  foregoing  proves, 
and  a  very  tender  heart.  He  adored  animals, 
and  perpetuated  his  affection  for  them  in  a 
motley  array  of  china  and  painted  iron  figures 
of  every  size  which  took  up  a  large  part  of  his 
lawn  at  Beaulieu.  Every  time  he  went  to  Nice 
he  added  to  this  collection  by  purchasing  a  new 
specimen  from  a  poor  old  woman  who  sold 
such  wares. 

The  spring  following  his  amazing  interview 
with  me,  he  commissioned  Julian  to  paint  his 
portrait,  and  invited  us  to  visit  him  at  his  villa 
in  Beaulieu.  While  we  were  there  he  told  us 
rather  a  revealing  anecdote  concerning  my 
dear  enemy  and  colleague.  She  had  the  habit, 
so  he  said,  of  always  doing  something  to  put 
him  in  her  debt,  usually  seating  herself  at  his 
piano  and  entertaining  his  guests  by  an  im- 
promptu song  recital  after  a  luncheon  or 
dinner,  and  immediately  afterwards  asking 
some  favor  of  him  which  he  often  found  diffi- 
cult to  grant  and  impossible  to  refuse.  At 
last,  one  day  when  he  received  word  from  her 
that  she  was  coming  up  from  Nice  to  lunch 
with  him,  he  sent  the  piano  out  of  the  house  to 
forestall  her  generosity.  When  she  arrived 
and  found  it  gone,  she  was  perfectly  non- 
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plused  and  asked  anxiously  what  had  become 
of  it.  All  Bennett  told  her  was  that  it  had  been 
sent  away  for  repairs  as  it  was  out  of  order. 

The  following  spring,  that  of  1901,  I  sang 
my  last  and  most  successful  season  in  London. 
I  was  allowed  to  sing  "Aida" — probably  be- 
cause it  was  looked  upon  as  a  most  unlucky 
opera ! — and  made  the  great  impression  of  my 
British  career  in  it. 

In  the  seasons  that  followed  I  was  always 
offered  an  engagement  at  Covent  Garden,  but 
as  these  offers  invariably  included  only  the 
minor  roles  of  my  repertoire — those  that  I  had 
sung  in  America  merely  to  accommodate  Mr. 
Grau — and  never  mentioned  "Aida"  after  my 
sensational  success  in  it,  or  any  of  my  other 
big  roles,  I  never  considered  them.  After- 
wards I  learned  that  the  only  reason  that  I  had 
received  even  these  offers  was  because  King 
Edward  commanded  the  directors  of  the  opera 
to  engage  me  each  season;  and  while  they  com- 
plied with  the  letter  of  his  command,  they  were 
careful  to  couch  their  offer  in  such  terms  as  I 
could  not  accept  and  retain  my  self-respect. 
In  addition,  the  fee  they  offered  me  was  much 
less  than  that  which  I  received  in  New  York; 
and  as  the  years  went  on  I  found  I  did  not  care 
to  add  the  fatigue  of  a  London  season  to  that 
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of  the  one  in  New  York.  To  go  to  one  of  our 
two  homes,  either  in  Paris  or  Vallombrosa,  im- 
mediately after  the  American  season,  and  rest, 
was  all  I  wanted  to  do.  In  the  end  the  London 
proposals  became  so  absurd  that  I  did  not 
bother  even  to  answer  them. 

After  the  season  that  was  to  be  my  last  in 
London  Mr.  Grau  came  to  me  and  arranged  for 
my  next  year  in  America,  and  again  asked  me 
to  choose  a  new  role ;  and  I  told  him  that  I  was 
fired  with  a  desire  to  sing  "Tosca";  that  I  had 
heard  the  great  Ternina  in  the  role  of  the 
jealous  prima  donna  and  could  not  wait  to  feel 
the  melting  phrases  of  that  elemental,  emo- 
tional heroine  in  my  throat. 

He  threw  up  his  hands  in  despair,  and  ex- 
claimed: "But  why  choose  another  failure  ?" 

And  I  reminded  him,  "But  'Aida'  did  not 
fail." 

He  replied,  "I  know — but  ToscaM  An 
opera  with  a  torture  scene,  a  murder,  a  shoot- 
ing and  a  suicide!  Not  even  you  could  make 
the  public  like  it." 

But  I  insisted,  and  in  the  end  he  capitulated 
and  consented  to  my  singing  it. 


VI 

AFTER  Mr.  Grau  agreed  to  my  singing 
/A  "Tosca"  at  the  Metropolitan,  I  aban- 
doned myself  to  the  study  of  the  role  and 
became  so  absorbed  that  I  could  hardly  eat  or 
sleep.  I  had  seen  Sarah  Bernhardt's  first  per- 
formance as  Sardou's  famous  heroine  in  Paris, 
and  the  thrill  of  that  night  remained  with  me 
after  all  those  years.  She  had  gripped  her 
audience  even  when  her  back  was  turned.  And 
that  is  an  accomplishment  not  to  be  lightly 
scorned.  It  proves  that  one  has  risen  above 
mere  gesture  and  expression  and  is  holding 
one's  audience  with  the  power  of  thought. 
Although  one  is  unconscious  of  the  strain  at 
the  time  of  the  performance,  there  is  none 
greater  than  keeping  in  character  during  the 
three  or  four  hours  necessary  to  the  presen- 
tation of  the  average  opera.  And  the  wise 
artist  rejoices  over  any  moment  of  respite 
wherein  she  may  conserve  her  vitality  and 
strength  for  emotional  scenes. 

In  the  beginning  of  my  career,  before  I  had 
known  sickness  or  trouble,  I  not  only  felt  no 
need  for  such  fleeting  moments  of  relaxation, 
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but  I  did  not  realize  that  they  were  necessary 
to  any  well  balanced  or  profound  portrayal. 
Perhaps  this  was  because  when  one  is  young, 
one  is  incapable  of  reaching  the  heights  in  in- 
terpretation. But,  as  the  years  went  on,  and 
I  found  each  performance  exhausting  me  more 
and  more  until  at  last  I  was  compelled  to  spend 
the  day  succeeding  each  in  a  darkened  room 
with  my  poor,  overtaxed  heart  beating  a  mil- 
lion to  the  minute,  I  came  to  appreciate 
thoroughly  Bernhardt's  wisdom  in  occasion- 
ally turning  her  back  to  her  audience  in  order 
to  relax  the  tension.  And  taking  a  lesson  out 
of  her  great  unwritten  book  of  the  technic  of 
acting,  I  did  likewise. 

As  an  additional  act  of  self-preservation,  I 
had  a  clause  inserted  in  my  contract  to  the 
effect  that  I  should  be  called  upon  for  only  so 
many  performances  a  month,  and  that  two  full 
calendar  days  should  elapse  between  the  dates 
of  my  performances.  This  allowed  me  what  I 
have  always  called  one  day  of  death  after  each 
performance.  It  was  absolutely  necessary.  If 
I  denied  my  nerves  these  twenty-four  hours  of 
rest,  as  I  was  persuaded  to  do  once  or  twice,  I 
invariably  paid  by  losing  a  performance  later 
in  the  month.     It  is  pertinent  to  note  that  it 
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was  Mr.  Grau  and  not  myself  who  suggested 
and  evolved  that  life-saving  clause.  Incident- 
ally, it  later  caused  the  Gatti-Casazza  regime 
a  great  deal  of  anguish. 

"Tosca"  duplicated  the  sensation  made  by 
the  revival  of  "Aida,"  and  it  does  not  need  to 
be  pointed  out  to  the  thousands  of  opera  goers 
who  witness  my  dozens  of  successors  in  that 
now  familiar  role  that  the  opera  has  become 
a  mainstay  of  repertoire.  The  audiences  at 
each  performance  seemed  fairly  hypnotized  by 
its  tragic  story  and  impassioned  music;  and 
one  memorable  evening  in  Philadelphia,  when 
after  the  tense  stillness  of  suspense  I  at  last 
gave  the  coup  de  grace  to  Scarpia,  a  veritable 
roar  of  relief  rose  from  the  packed  auditorium. 
In  spite  of  my  emotional  portrayal  of  "Aida" 
few  believed  I  had  it  in  me  to  give  a  convincing 
one  of  so  emotional  a  role  as  that  of  Tosca. 
Because  I  had  sung  restrained  roles  with  re- 
straint and  had  never  mistaken  mere  explo- 
siveness  for  drama,  my  potential  passion  was 
not  suspected. 

One  night,  during  the  same  scene,  the  table- 
cloth caught  fire  from  one  of  the  candles.  As 
nothing  ever  startled  me  on  the  stage,  I  did 
not  come  out  of  character  for  even  a  second, 
but  dipped  a  napkin  in  a  finger  bowl,  put  the 
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fire  out  and  continued  as  though  nothing  had 
happened.  The  act  was  purely  mechanical, 
and  unattended  by  fear  or  excitement.  One  is 
in  such  a  state  of  exaltation  on  the  stage  that 
there  is  no  room  in  one's  consciousness  for  the 
ordinary  emotions  or  panics. 

The  year  of  the  "Tosca"  success,  which  was 
the  last  of  the  management  of  that  great  direc- 
tor and  artist,  Maurice  Grau,  I  also  promised 
to  sing  in  a  revival  of  "Ero  e  Leandro,"  in  the 
"Ballo  in  Maschera,"  and  the  role  of  Fiordiligi 
in  "Cosi  Fan  Tutte." 

That  summer  I  studied  "Cosi  Fan  Tutte" 
with  an  accompanist  in  my  country  home. 
And  although  neither  he  nor  I  had  ever  heard 
the  opera,  it  is  interesting  to  note  that  when 
we  went  to  Munich  to  hear  a  performance  of 
"Cosi  Fan  Tutte"  at  the  Regent's  Theater 
there,  we  found  that  instinctively  we  had  given 
the  opera  the  correct  tradition  and  tempi 
throughout,  with  the  exception  of  one  con- 
certed number  at  the  end. 

The  "Ballo  in  Maschera"  presented  a  pe- 
culiar problem  to  me.  Being  much  younger 
than  the  majority  of  my  contemporaries,  I  had 
not  been  trained  in  the  tradition  of  the  early 
Italian  school,  the  essence  of  which  is  a  certain 
superficiality,  and  which  is  necessary  to  the 
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interpretation  of  this  opera.  This  school  pro- 
hibited gesture  &nd  singing  simultaneously. 
But  I  found  that  in  such  operas  as  the  "Ballo 
in  Maschera"  and  "Trovatore,"  which  I  sang 
later  with  Caruso,  any  deeply  emotional  note 
or  attempted  earnestness  of  feeling  was  a  waste 
of  energy,  and  even  destroyed  the  color  neces- 
sary to  their  correct  interpretation.  One  had 
to  keep  on  a  note  of  theatrical  artificiality  and 
count  upon  accent  and  phrasing  to  give  an  im- 
pression of  emotion.  In  other  words,  I  had  to 
learn  to  sing  them  objectively  instead  of  sub- 
jectively as  I  did  other  operas.  Had  I  used  the 
same  method  of  self-hypnotism  and  self-efface- 
ment in  portraying  these  roles  that  I  brought 
to  my  other  interpretations,  I  would  have  ex- 
hausted myself  and  have  been  less  effective. 

Various  portraits  in  the  Brera  Gallery,  in 
Milan,  were  the  inspiration  for  my  costumes 
for  the  "Ballo  in  Maschera."  The  Carpaccio 
paintings  in  Venice  inspired  my  Desdemona 
costumes;  and  those  who  saw  the  headdress  in 
the  third  act  have  easily  recognized  the  famous 
Beatrice  d'Este  head,  with  which  every  school- 
child  is  familiar. 

Inspired  by  the  unusual  beauty  of  the  cos- 
tumes Doucet  had  made  for  Sybil  Sanderson's 
Manon,  I  went  to  this  couturier  for  the  cos- 

224 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

tumes  for  "Cosi  Fan  Tutte."  They,  as  well  as 
my  coiffures,  were  copied  to  the  last  detail 
from  portraits  of  the  Princesses,  Adelaide  and 
Louise,  by  Nattier,  at  Versailles.  Afterwards 
I  wore  them  in  the  "Nozze  di  Figaro"  under 
the  leadership  of  Mahler. 

It  was  always  my  custom,  whenever  con- 
fronted with  the  dressing  of  a  new  role,  to  buy 
photographs  of  the  various  paintings  I  con- 
sidered most  representative  of  the  period  of  the 
opera  and  give  them  to  my  couturier  to  be  used 
as  models.  Undoubtedly  this  practice,  com- 
bined with  the  startling  success  of  my  cos- 
tumes, was  the  reason  that  Julian  was  always 
credited  with  designing  them.  While  I  have 
no  doubt  that  my  husband  would  have  been 
more  than  capable  of  doing  so,  the  fact  remains 
that  not  only  did  he  never  make  any  sugges- 
tions concerning  my  stage  dresses,  but  he  never 
saw  one  of  them  until  it  was  finished. 

The  "Ballo  in  Maschera,"  the  "Faust,"  the 
"Trovatore,"  the  Dona  Anna — in  "Don  Gio- 
vanni"— and  the  first  "Nozze  di  Figaro"  cos- 
tumes were  made  for  me  by  Worth.  The 
"A'ida,"  Desdemona  and  first  "Tosca"  cos- 
tumes were  the  work  of  a  woman  of  very  great 
genius,  who,  although  extremely  young  at  the 
time  I  knew  her,  was  nevertheless  the  head  of 
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a  large  firm  of  costumiers  in  Paris,  Madame 
Landolf  by  name.  The  blue  cloak  and  blue 
muslin  veil  I  used  in  "Aida"  were  my  own  in- 
vention, born  of  my  desire  to  be  hardly  visible 
when  I  first  appeared,  to  seem  to  melt  into  the 
moonlig-ht  of  the  third  act.  Worth  made  my 
second  set  of  "Tosca"  costumes  after  the  first 
had  been  destroyed  in  the  San  Francisco  earth- 
quake and  fire. 

When  I  had  several  new  roles  to  sing,  as  I 
did  have  that  season  of  the  "Tosca"  revival,  I 
always  made  it  a  point  to  give  the  different  sets 
of  costumes  to  different  dressmakers,  as  I 
realized  that  they  could  not  be  equally  inter- 
ested in  all,  and  therefore  preferred  to  have 
each  one  concentrate  on  one  type  of  gown. 

At  the  beginning  of  this  season  of  1902-03, 
Julian's  physician  told  me  that  my  husband's 
only  hope  of  keeping  well  lay  in  work,  activity 
and  plenty  of  occupation  for  his  brain.  There- 
fore he  was  installed  in  a  studio  in  Philadelphia 
where  he  had  many  friends,  and  from  whence 
he  came  to  New  York  frequently  to  see  me  and 
to  hear  me  sing. 

This  winter  I  had  again  counted  too  much 
on  my  vitality  and  strength,  and  after  two  or 
three  appearances,  which  included  my  success 
in  "Tosca,"  I  had  another  breakdown  which 
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again  robbed  me  of  my  voice,  as  had  the  first, 
which  it  much  resembled,  with  a  few  little  ad- 
ditions such  as  a  very  subnormal  temperature, 
neuritis  and  nodules  on  my  vocal  cords.  The 
latter  were  singer's  nodules  such  as  are  some- 
times caused  by  singing  with  relaxed  or  red 
cords,  and  are  easily  cured  by  complete  silence. 
I  was  again  ordered  an  eighteen  months'  rest 
and  banished  from  New  York  at  once;  but  not 
wishing  to  sail  without  my  husband,  I  went  to 
Newport  to  remain  until  he  had  completed  his 
work. 

I  am  really  ashamed  to  write  of  all  these 
breakdowns,  because  it  makes  me  appear  a  sort 
of  Job;  but  as  I  never  allowed  myself  the  lux- 
ury of  self-pity  or  brooding  over  my  misfortune 
and  only  lived  in  anticipation  of  the  time  that 
I  should  be  able  to  sing  again,  they  never  af- 
fected my  work  or  my  spirit.  As  each  moment 
passed,  I  put  it  behind  me,  realizing  that  dwell- 
ing upon  painful  things  impresses  them  more 
indelibly  on  one's  mind  and  weakens  one  for 
the  future. 

We  sailed  direct  to  Italy  that  summer,  and 
I  had  my  first  view  of  the  Bay  of  Naples,  a 
wonderful  approach  to  that  divinely  beautiful 
country. 

As  I  seem  to  be  deserting  the  land  of  my 
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citizenship  continually  in  this  record,  it  might 
be  well  to  explain  that  circumstance  turned  me, 
as  stanch  an  American  as  could  be  found,  into 
a  resident  of  Europe.  In  the  first  place,  the 
climate  of  America  proved  to  be  too  stimulat- 
ing for  one  of  my  temperament  and  highly 
strung  nerves.  It  kept  me  in  such  a  state  of 
tension  that  I  was  rarely  able  to  sing  two  suc- 
cessive seasons  at  the  Metropolitan  until  after 
1904  and  1905.  And  even  in  the  years  I 
could  sing,  I  was  twice  unable  to  undertake 
the  supplementary  tour  the  opera  company 
made  every  season.  It  was  only  by  detaching 
myself  completely  from  the  life  about  me  that 
it  was  possible  for  me  to  keep  myself  in  a 
reasonable  state  of  calm  while  there.  Other 
reasons  were  that  Julian  had  been  educated  at 
Eton  and  Oxford,  in  England,  had  never  been 
to  America  until  he  went  there  with  me,  owned 
property  in  Paris  and  subsequently  at  Vallom- 
brosa,  and  that  all  his  friends,  as  well  as  a  great 
many  of  mine,  were  in  Europe.  Therefore, 
after  I  came  to  Paris  to  study  in  1886,  I  never 
really  lived  in  America  again  with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  short  period  during  the  War. 

The  next  winter  Julian  returned  to  Phila- 
delphia to  work,  and  I  remained  in  Paris.  This 
was  the  first  year  of  Conried's  regime,  in  which 

228 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

he  declared  himself  determined  "to  get  along 
without  stars,"  including  myself,  a  decision  for 
which  I  was  most  grateful  that  year  because 
of  my  health. 

Shortly  after  my  return  to  Paris  to  recuper- 
ate in  1903,  James  Gordon  Bennett  sent  me 
word  by  his  private  secretary  that  a  rumor  was 
being  circulated  by  the  singer  "who  still  pur- 
sued me"  to  the  effect  that  I  was  paralyzed  and 
would  never  sing  again.  Mr.  Bennett  pointed 
out  that  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  deny  this, 
as  no  one  ever  believed  a  denial  under  any  cir- 
cumstances. He  also  said  that  any  answer  I 
made  to  this  rumor  would  only  call  attention 
to  it,  even  as  a  denial  of  any  statement  in  the 
public  press  only  served  to  call  the  attention 
of  the  thousands  who  had  not  read  the  original 
article  to  the  item.  He  followed  his  secretary's 
visit  with  a  personal  call,  and  the  demand  that 
I  do  something  to  bring  myself  before  the  pub- 
lic, saying  that  he  would  see  to  it  that  the  news 
thereof  was  cabled  in  full  to  the  Herald. 

I  asked :  "But  what  can  I  do  ?  I  am  far  from 
well,  although  I  am  equally  far  from  being 
paralyzed,  and  had  planned  to  do  nothing  this 
year." 

Then  he  declared;  "You  can  give  some 
parties." 
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I  felt  as  much  like  giving  a  party  as  I  did 
like  climbing  a  steeple,  but  nevertheless  I  did 
give  four  musicales  in  the  studio  of  our  house 
at  7  Place  des  Etats-Unis  on  four  consecutive 
Thursdays — always  my  favorite  day  for  re- 
ceiving. They  were  the  most  brilliant  of  any 
for  which  I  was  ever  responsible.  The  studio, 
opening  as  it  did  into  the  dining  room  and  con- 
servatory, made  an  ideal  place  in  which  to  re- 
ceive, and  had,  as  well,  perfect  acoustic  proper- 
ties. It  measured  ten  meters  by  ten,  or  nearly 
thirty-three  feet  square,  with  a  very  lofty  ceil- 
ing. At  each  party  I  sang,  and,  as  was  always 
the  case  when  I  was  confronted  with  the  ne- 
cessity of  singing,  I  was  at  my  best  in  spite  of 
my  health.  After  each  one,  Bennett  had  a 
lengthy  article,  including  a  list  of  the  brilliant 
company  and  the  names  of  the  famous  musi- 
cians who  took  part  in  the  program,  cabled  to 
the  Herald  in  New  York. 

One  of  my  friends,  knowing  that  I  never 
made  use  of  the  newspapers,  was  perfectly 
amazed  at  this  overwhelming  burst  of  pub- 
licity, and  to  this  day  has  never  ceased  to  speak 
of  that  particular  paper  as  "your  New  York 
Herald." 

At  the  close  of  the  winter  in  Paris  I  went  to 
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Italy  for  the  summer.  Upon  my  return,  Mr. 
Carre  of  the  Opera  Comique,  asked  me  to  take 
part  in  a  benefit  performance  for  the  artists' 
home  at  Pont-aux-Dames.  The  receipts  from 
this  performance  were  to  be  used  to  establish 
a  bed  for  the  singers  of  the  Opera  Comique. 
Feeling  that  to  appear  in  Paris  only  in  concert 
after  an  absence  of  so  many  years  would  be  fair 
neither  to  myself  nor  to  my  reputation,  I  told 
Mr.  Carre  that  I  would  rather  give  a  per- 
formance of  "Tosca,"  always  provided  it  could 
be  sung  in  Italian.  He  seemed  delighted  with 
the  idea  and  begged  that  I  communicate  with 
the  others  of  the  Metropolitan  cast  who,  by 
lucky  chance,  happened  to  be  actually  singing 
at  Drury  Lane  that  autumn  under  the  direction 
of  Campanini.  I  got  in  touch  with  them  at 
once,  and  the  result  was  that  in  my  operatic 
reappearance  in  Paris  I  was  supported  by 
Scotti,  the  greatest  Scarpia  America  has  ever 
known,  and  de  Marchi  as  Mario,  with  Cam- 
panini conducting. 

I  had  been  seeing  Sarah  Bernhardt  fre- 
quently that  year,  and  when  I  told  her  of  the 
proposed  "Tosca"  she  was  enormously  inter- 
ested and,  saying  that  she  must  put  me  in  im- 
mediate touch  with  Sardou,  she  telephoned 
him  and  told  him  of  the  imminent  performance, 
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and  arranged  for  him  to  lunch  with  her  at  my 
house  three  days  later. 

The  day  of  the  luncheon,  Bernhardt's  unique 
little  carriage,  which,  although  built  like  a  han- 
som, had  four  wheels,  pulled  up  at  my  door, 
and  Sarah  stepped  out  clad  in  a  white  cloth 
dress,  trimmed  with  white  fur  and  elaborately 
embroidered,  after  the  mode  of  the  time,  and 
crowned  with  a  wreath  of  pink  roses  in  lieu  of 
a  hat.  I  had  duplicated  the  seating  arrange- 
ment used  in  her  own  home — a  throne-like 
chair  with  its  back  to  the  light,  at  the  head  of 
the  table — and  she  was  delightfully  surprised 
at  the  attention  and  most  appreciative.  Sar- 
dou,  upon  his  arrival,  proved  to  be  charming 
and,  although  he  was  not  to  live  many  years 
afterwards,  as  gay  and  irresponsible  as  a  boy. 
My  inseparable  friend,  Miss  Fetridge,  was  our 
only  other  guest,  and  after  luncheon  the  five 
of  us  spent  a  long  afternoon  of  stimulating  and 
amusing  talk. 

Among  other  things  Sarah  begged  me  never 
to  come  to  see  her  play  without  letting  her 
know  in  advance.  I,  fearing  to  be  indiscreet, 
protested  that  she  could  never  bother  with  see- 
ing me  each  time  I  attended  one  of  her  per- 
formances. 

"Oh,  I  didn't  mean  that,"  she  replied,  "I 
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meant  that  I  wanted  to  know  when  you  were 
going  to  be  in  the  audience  so  I  would  be  sure 
really  to  act  that  night." 

She  was  a  commercialized  genius.  I  at- 
tended the  premiere  of  both  her  "Tosca"  and 
her  "Cleopatra,"  and  the  impression  they  made 
was  overwhelming.  How  little  I  dreamed  at 
that  first  "Tosca"  performance  that  I  should 
ever  be  playing  the  role ! 

Puccini  came  from  Italy  in  order  to  be 
present  at  the  "Tosca"  performance,  and  both 
he  and  Sardou  attended  the  rehearsals.  Dur- 
ing one  rehearsal,  Puccini  suggested  that  I 
hold  each  of  the  last  high  notes  at  the  end  of 
the  famous  Vissi  d'arte  aria  as  long  as  I  pos- 
sibly could.  I  told  him  that,  to  my  mind,  to 
hold  three  notes  as  long  as  possible  and  at  the 
top  of  my  voice  seemed  more  like  shouting  than 
singing,  and  that,  as  it  was  my  custom  always 
to  make  but  one  climax  and  only  one,  he  could 
choose  which  of  the  three  notes  he  wished  me 
to  hold.  He  was  much  amused  and,  having 
faith  in  my  ability,  gave  me  my  head.  I  was 
told  afterwards  that  he  considered  my  Tosca 
unique,  quite  different  from  any  other  he  had 
ever  heard  sung  and  possessing  the  deep  note 
of  Greek  tragedy. 

Sardou's  suggestion  at  rehearsals  was  one 
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of  which  all  ambitious  Scarpias  should  take 
note — namely,  that  in  the  great  scene  before 
Tosca  stabs  him,  Scarpia  should  never  touch 
her,  but  instead  hover  over  her  wholly  evil,  al- 
most vulture-like.  He  also  showed  me  how  to 
stab  Scarpia  with  the  most  dramatic  effect  and 
get  away  from  him  before  he  fell.  Apropos  of 
getting  out  of  Scarpia's  way,  I  shall  never  for- 
get my  first  New  York  performance  of 
"Tosca."  I  had  stabbed  Scarpia  and,  not 
calculating  for  my  train  in  getting  away  from 
him,  I  had  made  my  wild  rush  away  backstage 
with  him  lying  with  his  full  weight  in  the 
middle  of  it.  I  fell  flat,  of  course,  and  knocked 
the  chair  behind  him  over  in  the  bargain.  I 
hit  the  floor  with  such  a  violence  that  my  leg 
was  fearfully  bruised,  but  I  was  so  excited  at 
the  time  of  the  accident  that  I  noticed  no  pain. 
I  was  afterwards  told  that  the  public  thought 
the  fall  was  taken  intentionally  and  was  con- 
sidered a  wonderful  bit  of  "business. "  Cer- 
tainly it  was  not  one  I  cared  to  repeat. 

Afterwards,  in  order  to  avoid  a  repetition  of 
this  incident,  I  always  walked  across  the 
stage  a  little  beyond  where  I  must  ultimately 
stand  to  kill  him  and  then  turned  and  walked 
back,  thus  leaving  my  train  on  the  side  farth- 
est from  him.     I  was  then  correctly  placed  to 
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pick  up  the  knife  with  my  right  hand,  thrust 
it  into  Scarpia's  breast  with  a  twist  of  my 
body,  and  then  make  my  dash  to  the  back  of 
the  stage  without  danger  of  being  tripped. 

In  those  days  opera  had  not  become  a  craze, 
like  a  much-advertised  breakfast  food  of  which 
every  one  is  supposed  to  partake  in  order  to  be- 
long to  the  enlightened,  as  it  is  to-day.  Then 
people  would  not  come  to  an  opera  which  did 
not  have  some  particular  quality  of  appeal  of 
merit  and  that  was  not  well  cast.  As  I  have 
said  before,  operas  like  "Aida"  and  "Tosca," 
that  have  since  become  the  mainstays  of  the 
repertoire,  had  no  drawing  power  whatsoever. 

It  was  a  period,  instead,  of  romance  and 
poetry  and  idealism,  and  even  those  not  ro- 
mantic, idealistic  or  poetic  followed  the  general 
trend.  Therefore  I  was  extremely  fortunate, 
in  the  light  of  my  particular  gifts  which  best 
fitted  me  for  youthful,  romantic  roles,  in  com- 
ing at  such  a  time.  And  not  the  least  of  my 
good  fortune  was  in  having  such  a  director  as 
Maurice  Grau. 

Mr.  Grau  always  said  that  he  knew  little 
about  music  and  very  little  about  singing,  but 
that  he  could  always  pick  the  artist  who  had 
the  spark.  He  not  only  had  this  invariable  in- 
stinct  for   what   I   call   quality,   but   he   also 
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seemed  to  know  intuitively  how  to  get  the  best 
out  of  each  singer.  I  remember  his  saying  of 
one  artist  of  our  company — a  genius,  but  most 
eccentric — that  he  had  to  give  her  her  head  in 
order  that  she  might  be  able  to  sing  at  all. 
And  it  was  with  this  same  tact  and  understand- 
ing that  he  treated  all  of  us.  He  realized  that 
one  could  not  have  quality  and  still  be  able  to 
turn  on  one's  voice  like  a  talking  machine.  I 
never  knew  him  really  to  complain  when  a  per- 
formance was  canceled  because  of  some  ar- 
tist's inability  to  appear.  The  only  thing  he 
wanted  was  that  we  should  communicate  to  the 
public  the  emotions  we  had  given  it  a  right  to 
expect  of  us,  and  he  knew  that  in  order  to  do 
that  we  had  to  be  fresh  and  feeling  at  our  best. 
He  had  a  passion  for  order,  and  order  is 
heaven's  first  law.  He  had  a  large  tablet  on 
which  was  planned  for  four  to  six  weeks  ahead 
all  the  operas  to  be  given,  with  their  casts,  and 
alternate  casts  in  case  one  or  more  of  his  ar- 
tists should  fall  ill.  He  arranged  all  rehearsals 
with  the  same  marvelous  sense  of  system,  and 
this  methodical  management  enabled  his  sing- 
ers to  order  their  days  in  quiet  and  peace. 
They  knew,  under  his  regime,  the  periods  that 
were  theirs  for  rest  and  the  days  for  work;  and 
those  who  wished  to  give  quality  to  their  work 
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instead  of  permitting  it  to  degenerate  into 
meaningless  sound  and  movement  were  given 
opportunity  to  conjure  up  the  mood  and  en- 
thusiasm absolutely  necessary  for  such  inter- 
pretations. 

As  many  rehearsals  were  impossible  at  the 
Metropolitan,  Mr.  Grau  did  not  consider  it  any 
place  for  beginners  and  therefore  chose  his 
artists — usually  Europeans  from  necessity — 
from  those  who  had  won  their  spurs,  who  had 
what  they  call  acquis  in  France,  or  experience 
in  the  theater.  I  was  considered  the  great  ex- 
ception to  this  rule,  but  nevertheless  I  had  had 
experience  in  concert  and  two  full  years  of 
opera  before  he  engaged  me. 

I  have  often  heard  him  discuss  singers,  even 
experienced  singers,  who  later  were  to  thrill 
America,  and  he  could  almost  always  prophesy 
to  the  month  how  soon  they  could  hope  to  ap- 
peal to  and  hold  the  discriminating  American 
public.  He  would  say:  "In  two  years  he  (or 
she)  will  be  ripe  to  appear  in  America/' 

He  made  amazingly  few  mistakes,  and  those 
he  made  were  invariably  about  singers  thrust 
upon  him  and  not  about  those  he  chose  himself. 

He  was  extremely  just,  but  withal  ap- 
pallingly keen  in  business  matters.  If  a  singer 
had  carelessly  permitted  a  clause  to  be  inserted 
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in  his  contract  that  might  be  construed  to  his 
disadvantage,  Mr.  Grau  was  quite  capable  of  so 
construing  it;  and  it  was  incumbent  upon  that 
singer  to  eliminate  or  modify  such  a  clause 
when  he  came  to  make  his  next  contract.  Jean 
de  Reszke  used  to  say  that  while  Mr.  Grau  had 
no  mean  streak  in  him,  he  always  looked  out 
for  himself  and  enforced  the  exact  letter  of  his 
agreement.  Jean  said :  "Maurice  will  give  you 
a  cigar,  but  he  would  refuse  to  give  you  a 
match  to  light  it  with,  if  it  wasn't  in  the  bar- 
gain." But  whenever  Mr.  Grau  felt  that  an 
artist  should  have  some  privilege  or  advantage 
that  it  was  inadvisable  to  name  in  the  contract 
and  gave  his  word  to  the  artist  thereto,  that 
singer  could  always  depend  upon  it  that  Mr. 
Grau's  word  would  prove  better  than  his  signa- 
ture. 

No  one  who  knew  the  man  ever  had  reason 
for  a  moment  to  doubt  his  absolute  probity. 
But  for  all  his  integrity  of  character  and  spirit 
and  his  fine  simplicity,  he  was  capable  of  being 
exceedingly  rough  at  times.  There  was,  for 
example,  a  certain  German  singer  whose  hus- 
band was  always  moving  about  among  the 
standees  and  telling  them  how  much  better  his 
wife  could  sing  the  same  role  than  the  prima 
donna  appearing  that  evening. 
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One  day  this  woman  became  very  angry  and 
made  a  scene  with  Grau  over  being  paid  a 
lower  fee  than  she  considered  she  was  worth. 
He  answered  her  tirade  brutally:  "Singers  who 
draw  big  houses  are  worth  big  money.  I  can't 
understand  why  you  think  you're  one  of  them. 
No  one  has  ever  demanded  his  money  back  be- 
cause a  performance  of  yours  was  canceled." 

He  then  proceeded  to  add  insult  to  injury  by 
forbidding  her  husband  the  opera  house  even 
when  she  sang,  refusing  him  all  complimen- 
tary tickets;  and  ultimately  the  husband  was 
obliged  to  subscribe  to  a  box  in  order  to  attend 
the  performance  of  any  opera. 

He  banned  all  backstage  gossip  and  believed 
that  aloofness  on  the  part  of  his  artists  in- 
creased the  public's  interest  in  them.  He  de- 
clared that  the  public  was  entitled  only  to  what 
it  paid  for,  and  that  intimate  details  of  the  lives 
of  the  singers — some  of  them  adding  neither 
savor  nor  dignity  to  the  company — were  not 
part  of  the  bargain.  He  was  relentless  in  trac- 
ing a  leak  and  dismissing  its  perpetrator. 

He  had  little  difficulty  with  me  in  this  re- 
gard. Quite  the  contrary.  In  fact,  one  anony- 
mous letter-writer — this  was  the  day  before  the 
phrase  of  the  "poison  pen"  was  used — was  so 
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incensed  by  my  aloofness  that  she  (or  he)  sat 
down  and  wrote  me  a  long  and  most  exasper- 
ated screed,  in  which  he  (or  she)  raved  vio- 
lently about  my  "holier  than  thou"  expression. 
I  must  say  that  I  never  dreamed  that  I  had  any 
such  expression.  Having  had  it  instilled  into 
me  by  my  grandmother  that  an  unattainable 
state  of  perfection  was  the  normal  standard  of 
humanity,  and  always  being  humiliated  by  the 
realization  that  no  matter  how  "good"  I  might 
be  I  always  fell  short  of  what  I  believed  was 
the  average  virtue,  I  never  was  self-righteous. 
Coming  in  contact  with  so  few  people,  I  took 
it  for  granted,  not  being  critical  or  suspicious, 
that  others  had  attained  the  high  ideal  of  con- 
duct toward  which  I  was  striving. 

Mr.  Grau  was  never  at  a  loss  for  a  retort. 
As  Edouard  de  Reszke  had  first  call  on  the 
roles  which  he  and  Pol  Plangon  sang  in  com- 
mon, it  so  happened  that  it  was  necessary  for 
Mr.  Grau  to  send  Pol  Plangon  hither  and  yon 
to  fill  various  concert  engagements  in  order  to 
make  use  of  the  number  of  performances  for 
which  Plangon  was  engaged.  Plangon  strongly 
objected  to  this  "being  sent  around  the  coun- 
try like  a  trunk,"  as  he  expressed  it,  and  often 
engaged  Grau  in  violent  argument  about  it. 
One   day   one   of   these    discussions   grew   so 
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acrid  that  Mr.  Plangon  ended  by  calling  Mr. 
Grau  "a  dirty  Jew." 

Whereupon  Mr.  Grau  answered  quickly:  "A 
Jew,  yes — and  I  wish  I  were  a  better  one.  But 
dirty,  no." 

During  the  winter  1903-04  Mr.  Grau  per- 
formed the  last  of  his  many  kindnesses  to  me 
by  making  a  contract  for  me  with  the  Wolf- 
sohn  Bureau  for  a  continent-wide  concert  tour 
of  America,  which,  it  was  agreed,  I  was  to  un- 
dertake in  the  autumn  of  1905  just  prior  to  the 
Metropolitan  season. 

In  the  summer  of  1904  Mr.  Conried  came 
to  see  me,  and  I  found  him  most  amusing  and 
natural  and  totally  without  affectation  or 
pose.  He  told  me  that  he  had  tried  to  abolish 
stars,  myself  among  the  first,  but  that  the  pub- 
lic would  not  permit  him  to  do  so  and  had  be- 
sieged him  with  letters  demanding  my  reen- 
gagement  and  would  I  sign  again  at  the 
Metropolitan  the  next  season?  I  agreed  to 
do  so — at  a  greatly  augmented  fee ! 

Mr.  Conried  followed  scrupulously  in  the 
footsteps  of  Mr.  Grau  in  so  far  as  perfect  order 
in  the  organization  of  the  company  and  per- 
formances were  concerned.  And  it  was  un- 
doubtedly to  his  so  doing  that  he  owed  the 
continued  great  success  of  his  venture.    In  ad- 
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dition  he  attached  a  great  deal  of  importance 
to  scenery  and  stage  mechanism,  and  this  he 
greatly  improved  at  the  Metropolitan. 

However,  the  Metropolitan  Opera  House, 
both  before  and  after  the  fire,  always  had  ex- 
tremely good  acoustic  properties.  But,  un- 
like those  at  Covent  Garden,  where  anybody 
can  be  heard,  they  demanded  concentration  of 
tone.  With  the  least  spreading  or  forcing  of 
the  voice  it  became  inaudible.  I  shall  never 
forget  the  ignominious  failure  of  an  excellent 
singer  to  whom  I  had  explained  these  acoustic 
peculiarities  of  the  opera  house  I  knew  so  well. 
I  had  warned  her  that  she  must  be  careful 
about  forcing  and,  above  all,  not  to  shout,  and 
some  kind  friend  to  whom  she  related  my 
warning  said:  "Pooh,  it  isn't  so.  Let  out  your 
voice  as  much  as  you  please.  Emma  Eames 
just  told  you  that  because  she  wanted  you  to 
fail."  She  accepted  the  advice  of  her  scatter- 
brained friend  instead  of  that  of  the  experi- 
enced singer,  and  her  season  at  the  Metropoli- 
tan was  both  brief  and  humiliating. 

To  the  voice  that  is  concentrated  and  con- 
trolled, there  is  no  more  grateful  place  in 
which  to  sing.  Of  course,  the  effects  must  be 
broad.  Details  and  subtle  shades,  such  as  are 
possible  to  "opera  comique,"  as  it  is  called  in 
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France,  are  completely  absorbed  by  the  vast- 
ness  of  the  auditorium. 

Another  charm  of  the  Metropolitan  is  its 
dressing  rooms.  They  have  clean  painted 
walls,  simple  furnishings  and  every  possible 
convenience.  Only  a  singer  who  has  dressed 
in  the  dog  kennels  assigned  to  the  artists  at 
Covent  Garden  and  in  the  bare  rooms  at  the 
opera  houses  on  tour  can  thoroughly  appre- 
ciate them.  At  Covent  Garden,  where  the 
auditorium  is  beautiful  in  its  simplicity  and 
graceful  tiers  of  boxes  that  mount  to  the  top, 
the  dressing  rooms  were  never  really  clean, 
were  below  the  level  of  a  side  street  on  which 
was  the  famous  market  of  the  same  name  and 
were  permeated  by  the  odor  of  decaying  vege- 
tables. And  if  the  opera  to  be  sung  called  for 
more  than  one  star,  they  were  divided  off  by 
movable  partitions  into  even  smaller  compart- 
ments. An  enterprising  organ  grinder  usually 
stationed  himself  and  his  instrument  just  out- 
side our  windows,  while  we  were  dressing, 
where  he  proceeded  to  grind  out  hackneyed 
tunes  until  he  was  well  paid  to  take  himself 
off.  It  was  in  one  of  these  gorgeous  apart- 
ments that  I  received  the  Prince  of  Wales  be- 
tween the  acts  every  night  that  I  sang  jin 
London ! 
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At  the  Paris  Opera,  which  was  as  vast  as  a 
city,  each  principal  singer  was  given  an  un- 
furnished room  with  a  small  dressing  room 
attached.  In  the  latter  there  was  the  most 
primitive  sort  of  a  closet  in  which  might  be 
placed  a  washstand  and  other  toilet  acces- 
sories. There  was  no  plumbing  whatsoever. 
The  furniture  and  hangings  used  in  the  outer 
room,  with  the  exception  of  two  small  chairs 
and  a  table,  had  to  be  supplied  by  the  singer 
then  in  possession,  and  usually  were  indica- 
tive of  the  state  of  his  finances  as  well  as  his 
taste. 

I  have  often  been  asked,  in  connection  with 
the  Paris  Opera,  to  substantiate  the  popular 
belief  that  the  path  of  a  young  and  good-look- 
ing singer  is  beset  with  pitfalls,  by  relating  any 
painful  experiences  that  were  mine  there. 
Either  my  utter  ignorance  of  life  and  inability 
to  suspect  evil  built  up  an  impenetrable  wall 
about  me,  or  else  the  operatic  overlords  with 
whom  I  came  in  contact  in  Paris  were  unusu- 
ally circumspect;  but  the  truth  is  that,  during 
the  two  years  I  was  engaged  at  the  Opera,  I 
never  had  one  word  spoken  to  me  to  which  any 
exception  could  be  taken. 

The  contract  which  I  signed  with  Mr.  Con- 
ried  for  the  season  of  1904-05  at  the  Metro- 
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politan  was  the  same  as  the  one  I  had  always 
made  with  Maurice  Grau,  and  specified  all  the 
principal  roles  of  my  repertoire  with  the  one 
exception  of  Eva  in  "The  Meistersinger." 

Grau  had  persuaded  me  to  learn  this  last 
opera  in  German,  and  sing  it  with  German 
singers,  and  under  a  very  secondary  German 
conductor,  now  dead  and  happily  beyond  all 
condemnation.  Not  even  the  Kaiser  himself 
could  have  been  more  autocratic  than  this  di- 
rector. He  attached  more  value  to  the  words 
than  to  the  music  and  declared  the  hold  at  the 
end  of  the  quintette,  which  gives  such  an  effect 
of  breadth  and  exaltation  to  that  beautiful 
number,  to  be  absolutely  taboo,  although  Seidl, 
who  was  Wagner's  pupil,  allowed  it.  Having 
sung  the  opera  with  artists  who  knew  how  to 
sing  and  did  not  bark  in  the  traditional  Ger- 
man fashion,  and  with  a  leader  who  under- 
stood his  business,  I  told  Mr.  Grau  after  the 
first  disheartening  performance  that  I  did  not 
feel  that  I  could  appear  in  the  two  remaining 
performances  of  the  three  I  had  agreed  upon. 
As  usual,  he  understood  perfectly  and  did  not 
insist.  Therefore,  the  next  evening  "The 
Meistersinger"  was  given,  the  singer  who  had 
the  role  of  the  father,  and  who  had  spent  his 
entire  time  during  the  first  presentation  telling 
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me  how  much  better  he  sang  Hans  Sachs  than 
the  man  to  whom  the  part  had  been  assigned, 
had  to  pour  his  grievances  into  another  and,  I 
hope,  more  sympathetic  ear. 

After  that  experience,  I  never  again  included 
Eva  in  my  repertoire  and,  as  though  aware  of 
my  dislike  of  the  role,  the  Covent  Garden  di- 
rectors invariably  offered  it  with  two  or  three 
others  which  did  not  appeal  to  me,  as  bait  for 
the  London  season! 

Upon  my  return  to  America  in  the  fall  of 
1904,  I  found  that  my  rest  had  done  me  an 
enormous  amount  of  good,  and  that  I  had  not 
only  gained  strength,  but  a  knowledge  and 
possession  of  myself  that  I  had  never  had 
before. 

That  winter,  having  found  hotel  life  very 
tiring,  entailing  as  it  did  constant  contact  with 
crowds  of  people — I  could  not  enter  or  leave 
my  suite  without  encountering  them — I  took 
furnished  apartments  on  Fifty-eighth  Street. 
And  it  was  from  there  that  I  attended  the 
Kreisler  and  Ysaye  concert,  which  always  was 
to  remain  one  of  the  most  beautiful  impressions 
of  my  life.  Their  playing  of  the  concerto  by 
Bach  for  two  violins  was  so  inspired  that  tears 
of  joy  poured  down  my  face.  Such  moments 
are  a  foretaste  of  heaven. 
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The  summer  following  I  went  directly  to 
Italy  without  stopping  in  Paris,  as  I  was 
obliged  to  be  back  in  America  much  earlier 
than  was  my  custom  on  account  of  the  concert 
tour  under  Wolfsohn  which  was  to  begin  with 
the  great  Maine  festival  in  September. 

This  concert  tour  proved  to  be  delightful 
from  beginning  to  end.  I  had  engaged  a  pri- 
vate car  in  defiance  of  all  my  friends,  who  told 
me  that  a  private  car  was  always  out  of  order, 
was  always  attached  to  the  worst  trains  and 
was  always  late,  that  the  service  thereon  was 
wretched  and  that  it  was  all  very  well  to  boast 
of  its  bathroom,  but  wait  until  I  tried  to  get  a 
bath  in  it !  But,  as  is  usually  the  case  when  the 
worst  is  predicted,  the  weeks  I  lived  in  my 
traveling  home  were  an  unalloyed  delight.  Our 
railways  in  America  are  so  wonderfully 
equipped,  so  perfectly  organized  and  the  rails 
so  smoothly  laid  that  one  hardly  realizes  one  is 
not  in  a  hotel.  My  car  was  furnished  with 
beds,  not  berths,  and  as  it  was  made  to  accom- 
modate a  number  of  people,  Miss  Fetridge,  my 
maid  and  I,  who  were  its  sole  occupants  en 
tour,  had  any  amount  of  room. 

Sharing  the  program  with  me  on  this  tour 
were  Emilio  de  Gogorza  and  Mr.  Holman, 
cellist.     Mr.  Webber,  an  old  friend  of  mine, 
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and  one  with  whom  both  the  de  Reszkes  and 
I  had  prepared  our  Wagnerian  roles,  was  our 
accompanist. 

Mr.  de  Gogorza  had  an  immediate  and  im- 
mense success,  which,  unversed  as  I  was  in  the 
proper  traditions  governing  a  prima  donna  and 
her  "support,"  he  was  allowed  by  me  to  enjoy. 
I  have  heard  since  that  a  "support"  of  any  kind 
is  not  allowed  to  have  all  the  success  he  in- 
spires and  his  recalls  are  cut  down  to  a  very 
limited  number,  no  matter  what  the  enthusi- 
asm of  the  audience  may  be. 

When  I  had  first  heard  him  sing  at  Miss  Cal- 
endar's prior  to  the  tour,  I  had  been  afraid 
that  his  voice  was  too  small  to  blend  well  with 
mine  in  our  duets,  and  was  only  too  delighted 
to  discover  that  I  had  erred  in  my  judgment. 
Mr.  Wolfsohn  had  had  some  difficulty  in  per- 
suading him  to  come  with  us,  as  Mr.  de  Go- 
gorza had  more  or  less  decided  to  give  up  the 
concert  stage  at  the  time.  All  this  must  seem 
most  amusing  to  those  who  have  had  the  joy 
of  hearing  him  all  these  years. 

Holman  was  excellently  received,  too,  but 
as  he  was  invariably  referred  to  as  the  "vener- 
able Dutch  cellist,"  although  hardly  fifty,  he 
was  furiously  angry  most  of  the  trip.  Another 
thing  that  added  to  his  indignation  was  the 
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fact  that,  in  the  small  towns,  there  were  no 
porters  at  the  stations  to  carry  his  bags  and  his 
precious  cello  which  he  called  "Mrs.  Holman." 
I  shall  never  forget  his  explosion  over  this 
omission  upon  our  arrival  in  each  little  place, 
and  his  terrible  threat  that  he  intended  to 
write  a  letter  to  the  Figaro — in  Paris,  mind 
you! — about  it. 

Melville  Stone,  then  manager  of  the  Asso- 
ciated Press  and  a  valued  personal  friend  of 
mine,  gave  me  letters  to  various  people 
throughout  the  country,  and  I  was  royally  en- 
tertained and  taken  on  innumerable  personally 
conducted  tours  through  the  various  cities  of 
our  itinerary,  thus  receiving  a  liberal  education 
in  their  topography  and  existing  social  condi- 
tions. 

The  tour  lasted  nine  weeks,  beginning  on  the 
thirteenth  of  October — again  the  fatal  number 
thirteen — and  ending  on  the  thirteenth  of  De- 
cember in  Providence.  I  boarded  my  car  at 
Toronto,  and  journeyed  as  far  north  and  west 
as  beautiful  Vancouver  and  Victoria,  through 
a  country  still  to  a  great  extent  clothed  in  vir- 
gin forest.  It  was  a  trip  of  unforgettable 
beauty.  We  went  by  water  from  Vancouver 
to  Victoria,  and  back  through  a  narrow  chan- 
nel   bounded    on    either    hand    by    low-lying 
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wooded  hills.  In  my  remembrances  of  that 
country,  Stanley  Park  at  Vancouver  stands  out 
as  something  particularly  lovely.  It  was  the 
gift  of  a  patriotic  nature-loving  citizen  and 
consisted  of  a  large  tract  of  virgin  forest. 
One  of  the  conditions  of  the  gift  was  that 
none  of  the  trees  were  to  be  cut  down  except 
in  the  making  of  the  necessary  roads.  This 
condition  has  been  respected  and  the  trees  left 
untouched  to  grow  in  their  own  sweet  way. 
Giant  trees  may  be  seen  growing  out  of  the 
flanks  of  others  equally  gigantic  that  have  lain 
undisturbed  where  they  have  fallen. 

During  this  trip  we  also  visited  other  cities 
of  the  northwest,  among  them  Spokane,  Ta- 
coma,  Portland,  Oregon,  and  Seattle  on  the 
beautiful  Puget  Sound.  Thence  we  traveled 
south  to  San  Francisco. 

In  the  last-named  city  Miss  Fetridge  and  I 
were  again  entertained  by  Dr.  Tevis,  who  had 
newly  rebuilt  his  delightful  house  on  what  was 
familiarly  called  Nob  Hill;  and  it  was  agreed 
that  when  we  returned  with  the  Opera  Com- 
pany in  the  following  spring,  we  were  to  go 
directly  to  his  home  and  remain  there  as  his 
guests  during  our  sojourn  in  San  Francisco. 

We  returned  by  way  of  the  Arizona  desert, 
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which  we  found  still  beautiful  and  undulating 
in  outline,  but  wearing  the  gray  pallor  of  death 
that  it  takes  on  during  the  arid  months  of  sum- 
mer and  autumn.  Seeing  it  so,  it  did  not  seem 
possible  that  any  amount  of  irrigation  ever 
could  make  that  dreary  waste  bloom.  And  yet, 
upon  my  return  to  California  with  the  Opera 
Company  in  the  spring,  when  I  raised  the  cur- 
tain beside  my  berth  after  our  first  night  in  the 
desert — I  am  always  most  eager  to  see  day- 
light after  a  night  on  the  train — expecting  to 
see  the  same  gray,  cheerless  scene  I  had  wit- 
nessed the  previous  December,  I  was  amazed 
to  behold  the  most  gorgeous  flower  garden 
conceivable.  No  planted  garden  could  have 
been  more  luxuriant.  The  cacti  were  covered 
with  blooms  of  indescribable  beauty  and  color, 
and  every  apparently  dead  shrub  had  blos- 
somed. 

After  the  concert  tour  I  returned  to  New 
York,  as  I  have  said  before,  and  sang  in  "Tro- 
vatore"  with  Caruso  for  the  first  time.  Caruso 
was  one  of  Conried's  innovations,  as  Mr.  Grau 
had  never  seemed  to  be  able  to  come  to  an  un- 
derstanding with  the  great  tenor.  The  first  of 
April  the  entire  company  was  taken  to  San 
Francisco  for  the  annual  season  there,  and  it 
was  decided  that  my  first  performance  in  that 
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city  was  to  be  with  Sembrich  in  the  "Nozze  di 
Figaro"  on  the  sixth  of  April. 

Upon  our  arrival  Miss  Fetridge  and  I  went 
at  once  to  Nob  Hill,  as  we  had  promised  Dr. 
Tevis  the  preceding  autumn,  and  a  party  was 
arranged  for  the  evening  of  the  same  day  on 
which  my  first  performance  in  matinee  was  to 
take  place.  For  this  party  I  was  to  sing,  and 
Madame  Sembrich  had  planned  with  me  the 
surprise  of  singing  the  letter  duet  from  the 
"Nozze"  to  end  the  program,  in  addition  to 
the  numbers  I  was  to  contribute. 

Dr.  Tevis  had  received  a  letter  from  a  friend 
asking  him  to  invite  a  certain  person  to  the 
party  to  whom  he  did  not  wish  to  send  an  invi- 
tation. After  long  and  anxious  deliberation, 
he  tossed  this  letter  in  the  air  with  the  remark: 
"This  letter  will  answer  itself!"  He  little 
thought  by  what  a  cataclysm  it  would  be  an- 
swered. 

I  was  given  a  lovely  room  opening  out  on  to 
a  charming  balcony,  built  in  the  Italian  style 
with  a  fountain  at  one  end  and  an  entrance  to 
the  drawing-room  at  the  other.  An  enormous 
window  formed  one  end  of  the  latter  and  over- 
looked the  town  and  the  bay,  with  Oakland  in 
the  distance. 

On  the  night  of  April  the  fifth,  with  no 
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thought  of  the  morrow,  I  retired  to  my  room 
and  its  immense  four-poster  of  solid  mahog- 
any, overhung  with  the  heavy  wooden  canopy 
usual  to  such  beds. 


VII 

EARLY  the  next  morning — afterwards  I 
learned  it  was  about  five  o'clock — the 
world  set  up  a  tremendous  roaring  and 
rocking.  The  house  rolled  and  pitched  as 
though  it  were  in  a  heavy  sea.  The  great 
earthquake  had  begun. 

To  be  taken  by  Mother  Nature  and  shaken 
as  a  terrier  would  a  rat  makes  one  feel  very 
unimportant.  It  was  this  feeling  of  insignifi- 
cance, I  suppose,  that  made  one  take  so  little 
thought  for  the  saving  of  oneself  or  one's  per- 
sonal effects. 

The  pitching  developed  into  more  and  more 
abrupt  jerks  until  the  great  bed,  a  heavy  ma- 
hogany four-poster  in  which  I  was  lying,  was 
gradually  shaken  from  the  wall  out  into  the 
center  of  the  room. 

I  realized  that  we  were  in  the  throes  of  an 
earthquake.  Objects  were  falling  all  about  me, 
and  not  wishing  to  see  them,  I  buried  my  face, 
and  clung  with  both  hands  to  the  bed  in  order 
not  to  be  thrown  out,  and  waited  for  the  shocks 
to  cease.  I  remained  in  bed  because  I  did  not 
wish  to  risk  being  maimed  by  the  crashing 
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glass  and  the  things  that  were  being  hurled 
about  the  room  at  each  shock.  I  knew  that 
if  the  heavy  canopy  of  the  bed  which  was 
swaying  above  me,  fell,  it  would  kill  me  out- 
right, and  that  I  much  preferred  to  being  crip- 
pled. 

I  was  conscious  of  the  rattling  of  the  bed 
and  of  the  rumbling,  roaring  sound  of  the 
earthquake  like  the  roaring  of  thunder.  Vases 
fell  in  my  room  and  two  electric  lamps,  but  I 
did  not  hear  them  fall;  all  other  sounds  were 
drowned  in  the  noise  of  the  earthquake  itself. 
On  the  terrace  outside  my  window  were  large 
urns  filled  with  flowers,  and  screwed  on  to  the 
balustrade.  These  urns  were  wrenched  off  by 
the  shaking  and  thrown  down  on  to  the  floor 
of  the  terrace.  The  great  chimney  of  a  power- 
house on  an  adjoining  lot  crashed  to  the 
ground. 

The  duration  of  this  quake  has  been  esti- 
mated as  a  certain  number  of  seconds,  but  it 
seemed  to  me  hours  before  it  was  quiet  enough 
for  me  to  dare  to  open  my  eyes.  And  while  I 
have  always  believed  that  perhaps  the  first 
tremor  could  be  calculated  in  seconds,  the  suc- 
cession of  shocks  which  followed  must  have 
lasted  minutes,  not  seconds. 

At  last  the  earthquake  subsided  except  for 
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an  occasional  little  tremor  as  a  reminder,  and  I 
was  beginning  to  think  about  getting  up  when 
our  host  knocked  at  my  door. 

At  first,  still  dazed  from  the  shaking,  I  did 
not  answer.  Then  realizing  that  he  wished  to 
speak  to  me,  I  flung  on  a  dressing-gown  and 
opened  the  door,  to  have  him  greet  me  with: 
"Don't  be  afraid!  Don't  be  afraid!  Don't  be 
afraid!     It's  all  over!" 

I  answered:  "I'm  not  afraid." 
He  stared  at  me  a  second  and  asked: 
"Do  you  know  what  it  actually  was?" 
Quite  coolly,  I  said:  "I  suppose  it  was  an 
earthquake,"  being  conscious  of  no  sense  of 
fear. 

He  laughed  and  commented:  "Well,  I'm  glad 
you're  enjoying  it.  Let's  go  and  see  what 
Fanny  is  doing." 

We  then  went  to  the  rooms  of  Miss  Fetridge 
and  my  maid.  We  found  the  former  calmly 
shaking  pieces  of  glass  out  of  her  slippers.  My 
maid,  a  Frenchwoman  on  her  first  visit  to  this 
country,  was  perfectly  unmoved.  She  had  al- 
ready had  so  many  surprises  that  she  probably 
imagined  it  was  only  one  more  of  the  natural 
phenomena.  She  told  us,  though,  that  when 
she  saw  a  man  running  through  the  street  in 
his  nightshirt,  bareheaded  and  shrieking,  she 
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thought  something  unusual  must  be  happen- 
ing.   Then  she  went  back  to  bed  and  to  sleep. 

As  I  was  to  sing  the  role  of  the  Countess  in 
the  "Nozze  di  Figaro"  that  afternoon,  my  first 
thought  was  whether  a  performance  would 
take  place  under  the  circumstances.  My  host 
said  that  no  one  would  dare  to  go  into  a  thea- 
ter after  such  a  terrible  earthquake  shock  for 
fear  of  the  building  collapsing.  I  tried  to  tele- 
phone to  our  manager,  but  of  course  the  wires 
were  down.  Then  I  realized  that  there  could 
be  no  performance.  We  then  walked  about 
the  house  to  see  what  damage  had  been  done. 
We  found  that  the  house  itself  had  suffered 
little,  but  the  ruins  of  valuable  vases,  china  and 
glass  strewed  the  floor. 

I  felt  an  immense  exhilaration,  a  need  to  be 
doing  something. 

On  coming  upstairs  again,  we  stepped  out 
on  to  the  terrace  of  my  room,  and  there  a 
peaceful,  delicious  morning  breeze  met  us,  and 
the  song  of  birds. 

The  moon  in  her  last  quarter  was  near  the 
horizon,  and  suddenly  we  saw  one  little  tongue 
of  flame  in  the  distance.  It  was  very  far  away, 
down  by  the  Oakland  Ferry,  and  as  the  air 
was  so  still  we  apprehended  nothing  from  that 
source. 
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I  then  dressed  myself,  for  I  thought  I  would 
go  down  to  the  Hotel  St.  Francis  and  try 
and  find  Madame  Sembrich  who  was  staying 
there.  It  had  occurred  to  us  that  she  would  be 
less  well  off  on  the  sixth  story  of  a  modern 
skyscraper  than  we  were  in  a  house  built  to 
resist  the  light  earthquake  shocks  which  are 
of  frequent  occurrence  in  California — and  in 
this  case  it  proved  it  could  resist  a  pretty 
severe  one.  On  emerging  from  the  house,  we 
were  fortunate  enough  to  find  an  acquaint- 
ance passing  in  an  automobile,  who  happened 
to  be  going  our  way.  He  agreed  to  take 
us  to  the  Hotel  St.  Francis  and  call  for  us 
on  his  way  back. 

On  our  arrival  at  the  hotel  we  found  people 
in  every  stage  of  undress  and  in  little  quiet 
groups.  Restlessness  there  was,  but  no  noise 
or  hysterics  that  I  saw.  All  electric  communi- 
cation being  stopped,  there  were  little  gutter- 
ing candles  placed  about  where  lights  were 
necessary. 

In  the  hotel  office  we  asked  for  Madame 
Sembrich  and  were  given  a  pass  to  go  up  to 
her  apartment.  It  was  quite  an  unnecessary 
formality,  as  people  were  passing  up  and  down 
as  they  pleased,  and  we  were  unchallenged  at 
any  time. 
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Up  the  six  flights  of  stairs  and  back  we  went. 
Great  masses  of  plaster  were  down  in  every 
direction,  and  in  passing  the  drawing-room  we 
saw  the  concert  grand  piano  flung  more  than 
halfway  across  the  room. 

We  arrived  at  Madame  Sembrich's  apart- 
ment and  called  and  pounded  in  vain,  and  were 
just  leaving  the  hotel  when  it  occurred  to  us 
that  she  might  be  in  the  dining  room.  Sure 
enough,  we  found  here  there,  she  having  hur- 
riedly thrown  on  a  few  garments  and  left  her 
apartment  as  soon  as  the  first  quake  had  sub- 
sided. 

Having  seen  the  ease  with  which  people  en- 
tered the  hotel,  we  persuaded  her  to  go  up  to 
her  room  and  get  her  valuables  and  enough 
clothing  to  pass  the  night,  and  come  up  to  us 
on  the  hill.  She  gladly  consented,  saying  she 
would  follow  us  as  soon  as  she  could  get  ready. 
My  host  also  invited  M.  Planqon  and  Mr.  Dip- 
pel  to  lunch. 

While  at  the  hotel  we  learned  that  the  thea- 
ter where  the  rest  of  our  season  of  opera  was 
to  have  taken  place  was  shaken  up  badly.  The 
roof  had  fallen  in  and  the  balconies  had  been 
thrown  into  the  pit. 

Shortly  after  we  had  returned  home  and 
while  Madame  Sembrich  was  in  her  apartment 
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making  ready  to  come  to  us,  we  had  another 
short  but  rather  severe  shock,  and  she  hur- 
ried down  to  us,  bringing  only  her  jewels  and 
a  small  bag  of  necessaries.  So  little  provision 
had  she  made  that,  later,  I  was  even  obliged  to 
give  her  one  of  my  own  cloaks. 

We  next  learned  that  the  water  mains  had 
parted,  that  San  Francisco  was  at  the  mercy 
of  the  flames,  and  cut  off  from  all  communica- 
tion with  the  outside  world. 

From  the  big  window  of  the  house,  we 
had  all  of  Chinatown  and  the  business  por- 
tion of  San  Francisco  mapped  out  before  us, 
down  to  the  wharves  and  out  to  Oakland 
across  the  bay.  It  seemed  to  us  merely  a  spec- 
tacle, and  not  even  a  particularly  thrilling  one, 
as  all  through  the  day  we  watched  it. 

At  frequent  intervals  there  were  new  shocks, 
but  they  could  only  be  considered  feeble  in 
comparison  with  the  first.  Each  time  a  shock 
occurred,  Madame  Sembrich's  faithful  Frieda 
went  into  another  room  and  put  on  her  hat, 
and  when  the  quake  had  died  down,  she  took 
it  off  again. 

At  one  o'clock  we  had  a  small  hot  meal.  It 
was  taken  upstairs  in  the  big  drawing-room, 
as  we  wanted  to  remain  where  we  could  watch 
the  fires.    The  sight,  first  of  the  enormous  high 
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office  buildings,  and  then  the  steeple  of  a 
church,  lapped  in  flames,  fascinated  us.  The 
fire  would  recede,  and  then  we  would  conjec- 
ture which  direction  it  was  going  to  take  next. 
It  never  occurred  to  us  that  it  could  climb  the 
hill  to  us. 

In  the  afternoon  the  recurring  shocks  be- 
came a  bit  exasperating,  and  we  went  down 
into  the  garden  and  sat  there.  It  began  to  be 
very  sultry  as  the  fire,  though  distant,  was 
raging  on  two  sides  of  the  hill  and  surrounding 
it,  and  great  flakes  of  burned  material  fell 
on  us. 

We  went  out  from  time  to  time  to  the  edge 
of  the  hill,  where  the  Fairmount  Hotel  now 
stands,  to  watch  the  progress  of  the  flames, 
and  everywhere  camped  out  about  the  houses 
in  that  neighborhood  were  groups  of  Chinese, 
whole  families  of  them,  quite  quiet,  quite  cheer- 
ful, and  very  picturesque.  They  felt  the  hill 
was  safe,  as  we  all  did.  We  imagined  they 
could  easily  prevent  the  hill  being  destroyed 
by  dynamiting  blocks  of  houses  at  the  base,  as 
the  only  wind  of  any  force  blew  away  from  us 
and  towards  the  burning  city.  The  fire  did 
spare  the  hill,  as  may  be  remembered,  and  went 
around  and  beyond  it  to  Van  Ness  Avenue; 
then  suddenly  the  wind  veered  about  in  the 
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opposite  direction  and  swept  the  flames  over 
that  part  of  the  city  that  had  previously  been 
spared,  including  the  hill  we  had  thought  so 
safe. 

In  speaking  of  this  double  calamity  that  fell 
on  San  Francisco,  the  Californians  have  always 
belittled  the  part  played  in  it  by  the  earth- 
quake. They  refer  to  it  more  often  as  the 
"great  fire." 

Towards  the  middle  of  the  afternoon — one 
no  longer  took  any  account  of  time — Dr.  Te- 
vis,  our  host,  told  us  the  Fire  Department 
had  sent  word  to  him  that  it  was  dangerous 
to  have  a  fire  in  the  kitchen,  as  most  chimneys 
had  been  cracked  by  the  earthquake,  and  the 
house  might  be  set  on  fire. 

I  tired,  finally,  of  looking  at  the  "fireworks" 
and  started  to  play  patience,  much  to  the  in- 
dignation of  Plangon,  who  said  I  was  not  "in 
the  picture"  at  all,  that  I  had  no  sentiment  of 
the  earthquake,  and  was  a  "rock."  Plangon 
said  the  earthquake  was  a  visitation  to  him  for 
having  come  out  to  California  with  us  instead 
of  having  gone  back  to  the  marriage  of  his 
niece.  To  this  Madame  Sembrich  replied  that 
it  was  a  pity  so  many  had  been  made  to  suffer 
for  so  small  a  sin  on  his  part ! 

As  far  as  I  was  concerned,  after  the  shake 
262 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

good  old  Mother  Nature  had  given  us  in  the 
morning,  nothing  seemed  to  matter,  myself 
least  of  all.  I  suppose  I  was  paralyzed  and 
awed  by  the  immensity  of  it  all,  for  in  order  to 
try  and  realize  it  I  had  to  say  to  myself  from 
time  to  time  that  there  had  been  an  earth- 
quake, and  that  I  was  watching  the  destruction 
of  a  city — a  great  and  prosperous  one  at  the 
zenith  of  its  success.  I  could  not  thrill,  al- 
though I  could  have  found  strength  to  do  any- 
thing I  might  be  called  upon  to  do. 

We  were  to  have  some  food  brought  up: 
sandwiches,  eggs  and  bouillon,  the  last  two 
to  be  warmed  or  cooked  by  us.  However,  we 
were  all  much  too  excited  to  eat  anything,  and 
were  contented  with  a  cup  of  bouillon. 

About  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening  Dr.  Tevis 
told  us  that  a  fireman  or  policeman  had  come 
to  warn  him  that  the  house  might  be  sur- 
rounded by  fire,  and  though  it  might  be  at  a 
great  distance,  we  might  still  find  it  anxious 
work  sitting  there,  and  possibly  very  difficult 
to  get  out  from  a  ring  of  flame.  He  said  we 
had  better  leave  the  house  for  the  night,  re- 
turning to  it  in  the  morning  when  the  flames 
had  either  been  mastered  or  had  passed  by  us. 

In  the  early  afternoon,  with  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  Dr.  Tevis  had  been  able  to  secure  a 
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carriage  with  two  horses.  The  driver  had 
agreed  to  wait  in  front  of  the  house  until  such 
time  as  we  might  need  it.  It  was  the  only  ve- 
hicle of  any  kind  he  could  get,  and  masses  of 
people  had  implored  our  host  to  allow  them  to 
use  the  carriage  if  only  for  a  short  distance. 
But  he  was  adamant,  as  he  knew  that,  at  such 
time  as  it  might  be  needed,  it  would  be  his  only 
hope  of  transporting  the  two  not  strong 
enough  to  walk — Miss  Fetridge  and  Madame 
Sembrich's  Frieda — as  well  as  of  carrying  our 
bare  necessities. 

On  account  of  my  apparent  imperviousness 
and  insensibility  to  the  earthquake,  Dr.  Tevis, 
who  could  only  think  of  others  and  their  com- 
fort, felt  in  me  a  sister  soul,  and  asked  my 
advice  as  to  what  we  had  better  take  with  us 
for  the  night.  Although  we  were  panting  from 
the  excessive  heat  at  the  time,  I  counseled  the 
taking  of  warm  blankets  and  wraps — all  that 
the  carriage  could  hold — and  a  bottle  of 
brandy.  Why  I  should  have  foreseen  the  need 
of  such  comforters  is  curious;  it  seemed  to 
have  been  an  inspiration  on  my  part. 

As  quickly  as  possible,  therefore,  our  bags 
containing  only  a  few  valuables,  together  with 
a  collection  of  blankets,  coats  and  wraps,  were 
put  into  the  carriage  with  Miss  Fetridge,  and 
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we  started  for  North  Beach,  then  a  big  stretch 
of  vacant  lots  in  the  direction  of  Fort  Mason. 
We  had  originally  thought  of  going  to  the 
Presidio,  but  as  it  was  at  an  enormous  distance 
and  we  had  to  go  on  foot,  we  decided  for  the 
nearer  place. 

It  was  already  dark  when  we  got  to  North 
Beach,  and  it  was  certainly  a  long  enough  walk 
as  it  was.  Some  of  our  party  kept  all  the  time 
to  the  middle  of  the  road,  fearing  more  earth- 
quake shocks  or  a  falling  chimney.  I  remem- 
ber I  was  rather  bored  and  thought  it  was  a 
silly  precaution. 

One  house  we  passed,  within  a  block  of  the 
one  we  had  left  in  Taylor  Street,  had  had  the 
front  completely  and  precisely  shorn  off,  leav- 
ing the  whole  of  the  interior  in  full  view  with 
the  furniture  jumbled  together  and  strewn 
with  plaster,  looking  like  an  old-fashioned 
doll's  house  in  disorder.  North  Beach  and  its 
surroundings  are  not  supposed  to  be  the  safest 
quarter  of  the  city,  so  we  arranged  our  blan- 
kets as  near  as  possible  to  the  road  and  lay 
down.  The  carriage  was  sent  to  wait  on  the 
other  side  so  as  not  to  call  attention  to  us,  as 
we  had  no  idea  what  sort  of  people  we  had 
around  us,  and  feared  they  might  attack  us  for 
our  valuables. 
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When  we  arrived  we  found  the  lots  fully- 
occupied.  The  ground  made  a  hard  and  un- 
comfortable bed  and,  on  account  of  the  heavy 
dews,  in  spite  of  furs,  a  chilly  one.  I  passed 
most  of  the  night  walking  up  and  down.  At 
intervals  I  would  sleep  from  mere  exhaustion 
for  ten  or  fifteen  minutes  at  a  time  in  an 
agonized  position  of  discomfort;  then  I  would 
get  up  and  walk  about  in  order  to  throw  off 
the  chill.  The  dew  fell  upon  us  almost  like 
rain,  and  the  air  was  filled  with  falling  soot 
and  bits  from  the  burning  city.  The  road  be- 
side which  we  were  camping  was  a  highroad, 
a  main  thoroughfare  between  the  city  and 
Fort  Mason. 

Towards  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  some 
of  our  party  went  back  to  the  house  in  Taylor 
Street  to  see  how  near  the  flames  had  come. 
My  maid  went  with  them  to  get  a  bag  contain- 
ing a  change  of  linen  for  Miss  Fetridge  and  me. 
They  reported  the  flames  to  be  within  two 
blocks  of  the  house,  but  creeping  round  the 
base  of  the  hill  still,  and  away  from  Dr.  Tevis's 
house.  We  still  hoped  his  large  garden  and 
vacant  lots  below  would  serve  as  a  check  to 
the  flames. 

Just  at  dawn  and  before  sunrise,  when  there 
was  a  silvery  blue  light  over  everything  and 
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we  were  at  our  chilliest,  a  soldier  in  khaki  came 
along  and  quietly  asked  us  to  move  up  the  hill, 
as  they  were  bringing  along  the  prisoners, 
transferring  them  from  the  jail  down  town 
which  had  been  partly  demolished  by  the 
earthquake,  to  Fort  Mason.  About  seventy- 
five  of  the  most  dazed-looking  creatures,  in 
two  files,  with  lines  of  soldiers  on  either  side, 
passed  at  a  snail's  pace  in  utter  silence,  hardly 
glancing  about  them.  It  was  a  dramatic  mo- 
ment in  the  chill  of  the  morning,  and  what 
made  it  more  impressive  was  their  herd-like 
silence  and  the  silence  of  all  us  refugees 
watching. 

Smoke  began  to  go  up  in  little  puffs  here 
and  there — people  camped  about  us  warming 
something  for  breakfast.  The  soldiers  at  once 
ordered  all  fires  out. 

During  the  night  ownerless  animals  of  vari- 
ous sorts  prowled  about,  and  Plangon,  startled 
out  of  a  stertorous  nap  to  find  a  cow  sniffing 
at  his  feet,  awoke  with  the  cry :  "Ernrna,  quelle 
est  cette  horrible  bete?"  (What  is  this  hor- 
rible beast?)  A  flick  of  my  handkerchief  sent 
her  away.  It  was  rather  a  comfort  to  see 
the  familiar  animal,  and  also  to  see  some  dogs 
playing  naturally.     The  earth  was  still  there 
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and  we  were  on  top  of  it  instead  of  being  en- 
gulfed. 

At  about  seven  o'clock  that  morning,  a 
charming  young  woman,  Mademoiselle  de 
Bretteville,  who  lived  in  a  house  on  the  brow 
of  the  hill  just  above  our  encampment,  came 
down  to  ask  if  we  would  like  to  go  up  to  them 
for  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a  rest,  until  we  could 
decide  what  to  do.  She  said  she  had,  with  her 
family,  been  watching  the  various  encamp- 
ments and  seeing  all  the  others  were  of  a 
rough  type,  had  had  her  curiosity  aroused  by 
our  group  and  wished  to  save  us  discomfort 
if  possible.  Of  course,  we  joyously  accepted 
the  idea  of  making  ourselves  less  untidy. 

The  men  of  the  party,  Plangon  and  Dippel, 
were  left  to  find  the  Opera  Company  by  them- 
selves, and  Madame  Sembrich,  Miss  Fetridge 
and  I,  accompanied  by  our  maids,  gratefully 
went  up  at  once  and,  after  making  ourselves  a 
little  cleaner,  sank  on  to  the  beds  provided, 
to  try  and  get  an  eyeful  of  sleep.  Alas !  We 
had  hardly  been  lying  down  five  minutes  when 
Dr.  Tevis  came  to  call  us  and  tell  us  he  had 
been  warned  that  we  must  get  out  of  San 
Francisco  if  we  could,  as  soon  as  possible. 

We  hastened  to  dress,  then  drank  a  cup  of 
coffee  and  went  back  to  the  carriage.     There 
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we  found  the  agent  from  Dr.  Tevis's  place  in 
the  country.  He  had  come  to  town  at  once  to 
look  for  the  doctor,  and  had  traced  us  after 
having  been  up  to  the  house.  He  said  the 
country  house  was  badly  damaged,  too,  and 
that  the  earthquake  there  (Alna,  Santa  Clara 
County)  had  been  most  severe.  He  thought, 
however,  that,  the  fires  having  died  down  be- 
tween us  and  the  ferries,  if  we  set  off  at  once 
we  could  get  across  to  Oakland,  even  taking 
the  carriage  with  us;  but  that  as  the  city  was 
under  martial  law  and  there  was  no  water  and 
no  bread,  if  we  stayed  there  we  ran  the  risk  of 
all  kinds  of  illnesses  and  discomforts  and,  later 
perhaps,  of  not  even  being  able  to  take  the 
carriage. 

No  idea  of  physical  discomfort  or  fatigue 
entered  my  mind.  Our  only  thought  was  to 
do  what  had  to  be  done  and  not  be  a  burden 
to  anybody. 

The  horses  were  harnessed,  and  all  the 
blankets,  bags  and  wraps,  including  those  we 
had  worn  in  the  night,  were  piled  in  and  on  the 
carriage.  Miss  Fetridge  and  Frieda  got  in, 
and  the  private  secretary  of  our  host,  being 
armed,  took  his  place  on  the  box  with  the 
driver,  as  guard. 

Our  way  led  through  the  Barbary  Coast,  the 
269 


Some  Memories  and  Reflections 

dwelling  place  of  all  the  thieves  and  roughs  of 
San  Francisco.  Those  of  the  party  going  on 
foot  set  out  by  a  way  a  little  shorter  than 
that  to  be  taken  by  the  carriage.  All  this  time 
we  were  laughing  and  talking  to  keep  up  our 
courage,  and  probably  from  excitement  and 
the  fever  of  fatigue,  although  at  the  time  one 
did  not  realize  it.  To  see  us,  any  one  would 
have  thought  we  were  a  pleasure  party. 

One  great  dramatic  touch  I  learned  first 
hand.  People  in  a  dramatic  situation  of  great 
seriousness  are  so  busy  enduring  it  and  facing 
it  that  they  have  not  the  time  to  be  sorry  for 
themselves,  or  to  realize  its  extent. 

The  ground  was  very  hot,  being  mostly 
pavements  and  cobblestones,  and  from  having 
been  chilled  to  the  marrow  in  the  night  by  the 
dew — which  we  could  literally  wring  from  the 
blankets — we  were  broiled  by  the  heat ;  and  as 
we  walked  the  perspiration  streamed  from  us, 
and  our  feet  were  almost  blistered  by  the 
stones  which  had  so  recently  been  exposed  to 
the  ravaging  heat  of  the  fire. 

They  tell  me  we  covered  a  distance  of  about 
six  miles  in  that  walk,  although  one  was  un- 
conscious of  every  moment  as  it  passed.  I 
did  not  know  whether  I  walked  or  flew  those 
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six  miles — whether  I  was  in  the  body  or  out 
of  it. 

We  passed  through  a  big  square  where,  I 
was  told,  hundreds  of  victims  were  lying  on 
the  ground,  dead,  awaiting  burial.  Fortu- 
nately, I  was  warned  in  time  not  to  look  in 
that  direction. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  ferry  the  carriage 
was  not  there,  and  we  went  through  agony 
imagining  every  possible  disaster  that  might 
have  happened  to  it.  After  having  waited  a 
half  hour  that  seemed  an  eternity,  our  host's 
secretary  appeared  to  say  he  had  misunder- 
stood where  they  were  to  meet  us,  and  they 
had  been  waiting  about  a  mile  away  from  the 
ferry  at  the  end  of  Broadway,  to  see  us  pass. 
He  at  once  rushed  back  and  brought  the  car- 
riage, and  we  boarded  the  ferry  which,  smelly 
and  awful  as  it  was,  seemed  heaven.  Our 
whole  desire  was  to  get  away  with  all  possible 
haste  from  the  stricken  city  where  we  should 
be  bound  to  see  agony  and  suffering  we  would 
be  powerless  to  help. 

In  the  saloon  of  the  ferry,  nectar  and  am- 
brosia awaited  us  in  the  shape  of  coffee  and 
corned-beef  hash.  One  could  eat  little,  how- 
ever, although  the  hot  coffee  was  life-giving. 

On  arriving  at  Oakland  Pier,  Dr.  Tevis  de- 
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cided  to  take  us  to  the  house  of  a  cousin  in 
Oakland,,  the  quickest  way  to  which  was  by 
train.  So  we  put  our  two  maids  into  the  car- 
riage to  make  the  journey  by  road,  while  we 
took  the  shortest  route.  On  arriving  at  Oak- 
land, and  after  a  walk  of  about  ten  or  fifteen 
minutes,  we  reached  the  house,  only  to  find  it 
shut  up  and  deserted,  and  no  way  of  entering 
except  by  breaking  in.  Dr.  Tevis  wanted  to  do 
this,  but  we  would  not  hear  of  it.  The  wife  of 
his  cousin,  we  learned,  had  been  called  to  San 
Jose,  where  her  father  had  been  killed  in  the 
earthquake,  and  she  had  gone  there  at  once. 

Then  our  host  set  to  work  to  find  some  sort 
of  conveyance  to  take  us  up  to  his  place  in  the 
mountains  sixty  miles  away.  All  his  efforts 
were  in  vain,  until  at  last  we  saw  a  man  ar- 
riving with  a  handful  of  tools.  He  had  broken 
down  in  his  automobile  on  coming  from  San 
Jose  with  the  news  of  the  death  of  Mrs.  Tcvis's 
father.  He  said  if  he  could  get  his  machine 
mended  in  time  he  could  take  us  as  far  as  San 
Jose,  but.  of  course,  that  was  not  of  much  use. 
He  said,  however,  he  thought  he  could  get  two 
automobiles  for  us. 

While  he  was  talking,  the  carriage  arrived 
with  only  my  maid  in  it,  Madame  Sembrich's 
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maid  having  been  left  behind  with  the  Opera 
Company  in  Oakland  through  a  misunder- 
standing. There  had  been  a  question  of  Ma- 
dame Sembrich  herself  remaining  at  Oakland 
Ferry  with  the  Opera  Company,  for  whom  a 
special  train  was  being  made  up  to  take  them 
back  to  New  York,  but  she  heard  that  the  St. 
Francis  Hotel  was  still  standing,  and  she 
hoped  to  be  able  to  get  some  of  the  clothes  she 
had  left  there,  to  take  away  with  her  when  she 
went  east,  and  this  had  made  her  decide  to 
wait  with  us.  Her  maid,  who  had  been  de- 
tained by  the  manager  of  the  Opera  Company 
pending  Madame  Sembrich's  return  from  her 
stay  with  us,  was  immediately  sent  for,  but 
after  nearly  two  hours'  wait  the  messenger 
we  had  sent  came  back,  having  been  unable  to 
trace  her. 

Madame  Sembrich  said  she  was  wretched  at 
the  thought  of  retarding  our  departure,  and 
she  begged  to  be  sent  back  to  the  Company, 
where  she  would  ultimately  find  her  maid  and 
go  back  to  New  York  at  once.  By  that  time, 
having  learned  that  the  St.  Francis  Hotel  had 
been  destroyed,  we  did  not  oppose  her  decision. 
So  Dr.  Tevis,  Miss  Fetridge,  my  maid  and  I 
got  into  another  automobile  that  had  been 
found,  with  our  few  bags,  and  set  off  on  our 
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sixty-mile  drive.  It  was  then  after  five  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon. 

By  this  time  we  were  so  tired  and  light- 
headed that  our  bodies  no  longer  seemed  to 
belong  to  us.  I  can  say  my  spirit  was  suffi- 
ciently freed  to  be  able  to  enjoy  the  scenery 
with  my  eyes  bloodshot  and  aching  and  my 
head  filled  with  fever.  Beautiful  California! 
The  automobile  was  an  open  one,  and  we  went 
so  fast  it  was  like  flying. 

Knowing  that  our  friends  in  the  East  would 
be  made  most  anxious  by  the  sensational  ac- 
counts of  the  earthquake,  I  promised  Madame 
Sembrich  I  would  send  a  telegram  from  the 
first  place  we  passed  where  the  wires  were  not 
down;  but  we  found  that  all  communications 
on  the  way  had  been  severed.  It  was  only  little 
by  little  and  by  such  signs,  that  one  realized 
the  extent  and  immensity  of  the  disaster.  One 
could  not  grasp  it.  I  remember  our  saying, 
Dr.  Tevis  and  I,  "Now  is  the  time  when  people 
whose  souls  are  bound  down  by  material  pos- 
sessions are  going  to  suffer  the  most."  It  will 
ever  be  a  source  of  thankfulness  to  me  that  I 
saw  none  of  the  agony  or  suffering  I  after- 
wards heard  described. 

When  we  got  to  San  Jose  we  were  stopped 
by  the  police  and  obliged  to  make  a  long  de- 
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tour,  as  the  city  was  on  fire  and  many  streets 
blocked  by  ruins.  It  was  appalling — or  would 
have  been  had  one  been  capable  of  feeling  any 
amazement  by  that  time — to  see  the  houses 
in  such  a  state  of  ruin;  some  shaken  down  like 
card  houses,  some  twisted  out  of  shape  before 
collapsing,  and  some  looking  as  though  they 
had  been  sat  upon. 

By  that  time  daylight  was  fading  and  we 
had  to  stop  just  beyond  San  Jose  to  ask  our 
way  and  light  our  lamps.  We  did  not  even 
get  out  or  think  of  stretching  our  legs.  To  get 
on  was  our  one  idea,  and  as  quickly  as  possible, 
to  the  country  and  aWay  from  people  and 
cities.  Then  we  went  on  flying  through  the 
darkness,  seeing  only  the  light  of  our  lamps, 
but  getting  whiffs  of  country  air  cool  on  our 
faces.  At  last  we  came  to  the  entrance  gates 
of  Dr.  Tevis's  country  place,  from  whence 
there  was  a  steady  climb  of  a  mile  over  a  road 
cut  in  the  side  of  a  mountain,  with  a  sheer  wall 
of  rock  on  one  side  and  a  steep  bank  to  the 
valley  on  the  other.  There  were  great  fissures 
in  this  road  caused  by  the  earthquake,  over 
which  we  bounded;  and  in  some  places  the  road 
was  narrowed  to  danger  limit  by  the  landslides 
both  upon  and  out  of  the  road. 

Finally  we  arrived  at  the  last  little  incline  of 
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about  a  hundred  yards.  The  automobile  would 
go  no  farther  and  we  got  out.  There  was  a 
little  circle  of  light  on  the  plateau  in  front  of 
the  house,  where  a  fire  of  logs  was  burning, 
and  there  the  caretaker  and  his  wife  had  set  up 
their  tent,  not  having  dared  to  live  under  a 
roof  since  the  first  big  shock.  They  had  made 
themselves  very  comfortable,  but  the  house 
was  uninhabitable  and  the  veranda  surround- 
ing it  had  collapsed  entirely,  although  the 
walls  were  still  standing. 

Dr.  Tevis's  house  stood  directly  over  the 
"fault"  and  was  irremediably  damaged.  It  had 
been  twisted  round  six  inches  on  its  founda- 
tions. Of  course,  all  the  plaster  was  down 
and  hanging  from  the  walls  in  ribbons;  the 
front  door  of  heavy  oak  two  inches  thick,  al- 
though both  bolted  and  barred,  had  been 
twisted  off  its  hinges  and  thrown  into  the  hall. 
All  the  glass  was  broken,  and,  of  course,  there 
was  danger  in  going  into  the  house,  even  for 
a  night.  Fortunately,  the  caretakers'  house, 
which,  in  their  fright,  they  had  abandoned, 
was  a  little  cottage  all  wood,  even  the  walls 
and  ceilings;  and  beyond  broken  windows  and 
destroyed  plumbing,  no  damage  had  been  done 
to  it.  The  floors  were  still  covered  with 
broken    glass    and    crockery    and    everything 
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breakable,  and  they  had  not  attempted  to 
clear  up  the  rubbish  or  put  the  place  in  order. 

Dr.  Tevis  set  everybody  he  could  to  work  to 
clear  it,  and  went  himself  to  the  big  house  to 
get  blankets  and  sheets,  towels  and  mattresses. 
Miss  Fetridge  and  I  had  a  room  with  two  beds 
in  it  and  space  for  little  else.  Dr.  Tevis  slept 
on  the  floor  on  a  mattress  in  one  room,  and  my 
maid  in  another. 

Before  we  went  to  bed  we  had  supper,  the 
first  morsel  we  had  eaten  since  the  coffee  of 
the  morning.  It  consisted  of  crackers,  sar- 
dines and  jam,  as  food,  and  a  bottle  of  Pol 
Roger  champagne,  1899  vintage.  They  had 
brought  it  from  the  house  in  San  Francisco 
in  case  any  body  might  be  ill,  but  during  the 
night  out  of  doors  it  had  been  so  cold  that 
most  of  them  took  little  sips  of  brandy  when 
chilled  through. 

Of  course,  we  had  recurrent  earthquake 
shocks  all  the  time  we  were  there  in  the 
country. 

Afterwards  we  learned  that  the  house  in 
Taylor  Street,  San  Francisco,  was  burning  as 
we  were  on  our  way  to  the  country.  The 
chauffeur  who  had  driven  us  up  turned  out  to 
be    a    gentleman — a    lawyer — who    had    lost 
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everything  in  the  earthquake  and  fire,  and  the 
renting  of  his  automobile  had  been  his  only- 
way  of  obtaining  some  ready  money  for  him- 
self and  his  wife.  Our  host  asked  him  to  re- 
main and  rest,  and  go  back  the  following  day, 
but  he  left  at  once  to  do  the  sixty  miles  over 
again,  as  he  said  his  wife  must  be  anxious. 
Poor  man !  We  heard  afterwards  that  his  ma- 
chine had  given  out  on  the  way  back,  and  he 
had  had  to  pass  the  night  away  from  her,  any- 
way. A  poor  reward  for  the  gallant  service 
he  did  us. 

After  the  meager  supper  we  had  to  go  to 
bed  unwashed,  as  there  was  no  water  we  could 
get  at;  and  I  was  reduced  to  such  a  pitch  of 
degradation  that  I  no  longer  cared  whether  I 
was  dirty  or  not.  Utter  exhaustion  had  set 
in,  and  we  slept  like  the  dead. 

The  next  morning  I  was  awakened  by  the 
sunshine  beating  on  the  green  shade  of  the 
window  and  etching  thereon  a  beautiful  rose 
vine  which  covered  the  little  cottage.  Hear- 
ing also  the  sound  of  running  water,  I  felt  an 
immediate  desire  to  be  clean,  so  took  soap  and 
towels  and  went  out  into  the  delicious  morn- 
ing air.  By  that  time  it  was  five-thirty.  The 
caretaker's  wife  was  there  outside  making  a 
fire  over  some  bricks  set  up  on  end  to  boil 
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water  for  our  coffee.  I  found  a  most  beautiful 
mountain  brook,  full  to  the  brim,  running 
down  through  a  grove  near  our  little  cottage. 
Telling  the  woman  to  look  out  that  no  people 
were  about,  I  undressed  and  in  the  open  air 
took  an  ice-cold  bath  in  the  stream  itself.  I 
felt  like  a  new  person,  and  that  dear  Mother 
Nature  was  indeed  kind.  A  bath  in  the  open 
air  in  water  fresh  from  "Nature's  fount" 
seemed  to  wash  all  the  cobwebs  away  from  my 
mind. 

Even  earthquakes  seemed  less  fearful  in  the 
country,  where  one  was  far  away  from  man's 
handiwork  and  inventions  through  which  the 
great  disaster  had  been  rendered  infinitely 
more  devastating  and  hideous.  A  little  shake 
and  it  was  over.  However,  I  don't  know  how 
it  would  have  seemed  to  see  the  solid  ground 
rolling  like  the  waves  of  the  sea,  as  they  said 
it  did. 

After  we  had  been  to  the  house  and  chosen 
the  few  necessities  for  our  daily  life,  and  Dr. 
Tevis  had  in  some  measure  organized  the 
clearing  up  of  his  house  and  belongings,  I 
walked  with  our  host  that  day  over  miles  of 
the  place. 

Fortunately,  there  was  a  plentifully  sup- 
plied storeroom,  and,  as  Dr.  Tevis  said,  "the 
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hens  had  been  kind  enough  to  lay  us  a  few 
eggs." 

In  our  walk  we  found  one  of  the  mountain 
trails  entirely  blocked  and  discovered  that  the 
trail  above  had  slipped  down  upon  it. 

One  of  the  things  done  on  that  first  day  was 
to  improvise  a  bathroom,  and  to  this  end  a  big 
galvanized  iron  tub  was  placed  in  the  brook 
and  covered  with  a  tent. 

Being  so  far  away  from  the  center  we  had 
no  means  of  knowing  what  was  happening  in 
San  Francisco  or  Oakland,  and  nobody  knew 
what  had  become  of  us.  At  the  end  of  four  or 
five  days  during  which  there  had  been  a  fran- 
tic search  for  us,  we  managed  to  get  into  com- 
munication with  the  outside  world  by  the  aid 
of  a  telephone  attached  to  a  tree.  Melville 
Stone,  then  head  of  the  Associated  Press,  at 
once  got  into  touch  with  me  and  asked  me  to 
write  a  short  account  of  my  experiences.  This 
I  did. 

Through  my  article  for  the  Associated  Press 
the  transportation  agents  of  the  Opera  Com- 
pany learned  where  I  was,  and  made  the  nec- 
essary arrangements   to   take   us   back   East. 

By  that  time  I  knew  the  San  Francisco 
house  was  in  ashes,  with  all  it  contained,  in- 
cluding our   twenty-seven  trunks.     So   I   ar- 
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ranged  with  the  agent  to  go  East  on  the 
Wednesday  of  the  following  week,  for  both 
my  friend  and  I  were  too  exhausted  to  antici- 
pate that  five-day  journey  without  an  interval 
of  rest. 

The  day  after  we  had  settled  in  the  farm- 
house Dr.  Tevis's  agent  had  brought  us  news 
of  the  fire.  On  their  way  to  Van  Ness  Avenue 
the  flames  had  spared  Nob  Hill,  only  to  sweep 
back  upon  it  at  a  sudden  change  of  wind.  The 
servants  had  had  barely  time  to  bury  the  sil- 
ver, a  head  of  Minerva  by  Rodin,  and  one  or 
two  more  of  Dr.  Tevis's  particular  treasures, 
and  to  take  his  beautiful  collection  of  Keith 
paintings  out  of  their  frames  and  carry  them 
to  safety  before  the  fire  was  upon  them. 
When  I  visited  Nob  Hill  again  in  1915,  I  found 
that  Dr.  Tevis  had  made  no  effort  to  rebuild, 
neither  had  he  sold  the  land,  and  all  one  saw 
of  that  once  charming  house  and  its  innum- 
erable treasures  was  two  charred   gateposts. 

As  soon  as  we  heard  the  house  was  gone  we 
saw  there  was  no  use  waiting.  We  had  still 
thought  to  save  our  belongings,  that  being  one 
reason  for  our  not  joining  the  Opera  Company 
and  going  East  with  them,  though  a  second 
reason  was  that  it  was  doubtful,  at  the  time, 
whether  their  train  would  start  at  all,  or  hav- 
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ing  started,  would  get  through.  We  were  days 
waiting  for  this  question  of  our  departure  to 
be  settled,  and  it  was  finally  arranged  for  us 
to  leave  on  Friday,  April  27. 

I  think  that  week  of  life  in  the  open  air,  with 
exercise  and  very  little  food,  was  the  best  thing 
that  could  have  happened  to  us,  although  we 
chafed  at  the  delay.  A  shock  of  sorts  the 
earthquake  certainly  must  have  been  to  me 
even  while  I  was  unconscious  of  fear  or  even 
nervousness,  for  once  away  from  it  and  in  the 
country  with  no  effort  to  be  made,  I  was  un- 
able to  make  a  sound  for  three  days,  unable 
even  to  speak,  as  though  the  nerves  of  my 
throat  had  been  paralyzed. 

The  morning  of  our  departure  it  was  pour- 
ing. We  had  to  leave  at  dawn  and  drive 
through  the  rain  to  Los  Gatos,  taking  there  a 
narrow  gauge  railway  to  Oakland.  By  tram- 
way we  went  on  to  another  station  and  took 
another  train  to  the  pier,  where  we  were  to 
board  the  eastbound  train.  There  the  Union 
Pacific  agent  did  not  find  our  tickets,  as  he 
had  expected,  and  had  to  cross  over  the  ferry 
to  San  Francisco  to  get  them.  For  us  it  was 
rather  a  nervous  moment  for  fear  he  would 
not  return  in  time. 

When  he  did  arrive  and  we  were  safely  on 
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the  train,  it  is  difficult  to  describe  adequately 
our  feelings  of  relief  and  gratitude.  Before 
leaving  Oakland  we  looked  back  across  the 
bay  at  the  heap  of  ruins  that  was  once  San 
Francisco,  where  thousands  of  undaunted, 
courageous  men  were  already  hard  at  work 
organizing  help  for  those  less  fortunate,  and 
already  rebuilding  their  city. 

It  was  worth  going  through  an  earthquake 
to  see  such  fortitude,  bravery  and  unselfishness 
as  San  Francisco's  trouble  brought  out  in  her 
children.  I  cannot  find  words  to  express  my 
admiration  for  them. 


VIII 

WE  arrived  in  New  York  minus  all  of 
our  clothing  and  the  costumes  for 
three  operas.  We  had  nothing  but 
the  clothes  in  which  we  stood.  Fortunately,  I 
had  left  one  evening  dress  in  New  York,  with 
the  intention  of  discarding  it  upon  my  return. 
Instead,  I  resurrected  it  to  very  good  purpose, 
and  wore  it  at  a  big  concert  given  for  the  bene- 
fit of  the  firemen  of  New  York.  Having  just 
come  from  the  San  Francisco  disaster,  it  was 
only  appropriate  that  I  should  do  something 
for  those  who  fight  fire.  At  the  end  of  my 
last  number  a  squad  of  the  tallest  and 
huskiest  firemen  on  the  force  marched  on  to 
the  stage  from  both  wings  and  presented  me 
with  huge  bouquets  that  literally  weighed  me 
down. 

Almost  immediately  after  my  arrival  in  New 
York  I  received  a  cable  from  Mrs.  Whitelaw 
Reid,  whose  husband  was  then  the  United 
States  Ambassador  in  London,  asking  me  to 
sing  at  a  party  they  were  giving  for  King  Ed- 
ward not  quite  a  fortnight  after  the  date  set 
for  my  arrival  in  Paris.     I  accepted  at  once, 
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and  cabled  Worth  to  get  a  dress  ready  for  me. 
I  had  scarcely  time  to  arrive  in  Paris,  be  fitted 
and  get  to  London  before  the  evening  of  Mrs. 
Reid's  party.  Caruso  and  Gilibert  were  on  the 
program  with  me  that  night,  but  I'm  ashamed 
to  say  I  have  forgotten  the  name  of  the 
contralto.  There  was  one,  however,  for  we 
ended  the  program  with  the  quartet  from 
"Rigoletto." 

This  was  the  first  time  that  I  had  seen  King 
Edward  since  his  accession  to  the  throne,  and 
when  I  made  my  appearance  it  seemed  good  to 
see  his  face  light  up  with  the  same  cordial, 
kindly,  friendly  smile  of  the  Prince  of  Wales 
period  and  to  note  his  evident  pleasure  in  my 
singing. 

He  sent  for  me  at  once  when  the  concert 
was  concluded  and  expressed  his  great  pleas- 
ure at  seeing  me  again.  Then  he  said:  "But 
you  don't  look  like  an  earthquake  sufferer. 
Worth,  I  am  sure,  is  responsible  for  that 
dress." 

In  the  course  of  the  conversation  that  fol- 
lowed he  asked  suddenly:  "Why  do  you  never 
sing  for  us  any  more?  Is  it  because  you  de- 
spise us,  as  I  have  been  told?" 

I  replied:  "Not  exactly,  but  rather  because 
I  like  my  last  baby  best." 
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He,  not  understanding  immediately,  said: 
"But  you  have  no  children.  What  do  you 
mean?" 

"Do  you  remember  'A'ida,'  sir,"  I  answered, 
"and  the  fact  that  it  was  the  best  thing  I  had 
done  that  far?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  I  have  sung  "rosea*  since,  and  she  is 
my  pet  at  present.  As  I  am  not  permitted  to 
sing  "rosea'  in  London,  I  prefer  not  to  sing 
at  all." 

He  looked  rather  troubled  at  this,  and  said : 
"We'll  see  about  that." 

Nothing  ever  came  of  his  remark,  however, 
as  I  could  have  foretold.  Not  even  the  King 
of  England  could  have  prevailed  upon  the 
singer  who  had  prevented  my  debut  in  Brus- 
sels and  who  had  hurried  to  buy  the  London 
rights  to  "Tosca"  immediately  after  my  suc- 
cess therein,  to  relinquish  them  to  a  rival 
singer,  and  least  of  all  to  me. 

After  the  concert  I  was  taken  in  to  supper 
by  the  Duke  of  Manchester.  The  refresh- 
ments were  served  at  little  tables  on  the  floor 
below  the  music  room,  and  the  one  at  which 
I  sat  was  directly  next  to  that  of  the  King. 
His  Majesty  was  perfectly  delightful  all  the 
evening,  talking  across  from  his  table  to  me 
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through  the  whole  supper.  This  was  the  last 
time  I  ever  saw  him. 

While  I  was  in  London,  a  friend  begged  me 
to  go  to  an  evening  party  given  in  honor  of 
the  Princess  Christian,  who  had  expressed  her- 
self as  most  anxious  to  hear  about  the  earth- 
quake. I  went  to  the  party,  told  the  Princess 
Christian  about  the  disaster,  had  a  long,  inter- 
esting chat  with  her,  and  then,  feeling  that  I 
had  fulfilled  my  social  obligations  and  that 
nothing  more  could  be  expected  of  me,  I  left 
immediately,  to  the  utter  disgust  of  my  friend, 
who  had  evidently  planned  on  my  seeing  the 
party  through. 

I  made  a  flying  trip  to  Paris,  and  then  re- 
turned to  London  to  sing  at  a  large  party  given 
by  Mrs.  John  Mackay.  I  then  followed  Julian 
to  Italy,  where  he  had  gone  on  ahead  to  await 
me.    This  was  my  last  summer  in  Italy. 

In  the  winter  of  1906-07  I  added  "Trova- 
tore"  to  my  repertoire.  This  I  sang  with  Ca- 
ruso and,  frankly,  enjoyed  very  much.  Both 
"Trovatore"  and  "Ballo  in  Maschera,"  writ- 
ten, as  they  were,  in  the  ancient  mode,  I  found 
tremendously  restful  to  the  nerves  and  the  mo- 
tions. Even  "Tosca,"  which  puts  no  strain  on 
the  mind  of  a  singer,  is  not  so  easy  to  sing,  as 
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it  is  very  exhausting,  emotionally  and  tem- 
peramentally. 

I  enjoyed  singing  with  Caruso  immensely. 
Of  peasant  origin,  he  had  the  simplicity  and 
lovableness  of  a  child.  His  was  indeed  a  heart 
of  gold  and  a  voice  of  gold,  and  of  all  the  ten- 
ors with  whom  I  have  ever  sung,  I  have  never 
known  one  kinder,  more  amiable  or  readier  to 
play  fair  with  his  vis-a-vis  on  the  stage. 
Some  others  with  whom  I  have  appeared  dur- 
ing my  career  devoted  their  entire  time  and 
energy  to  maneuvering  for  the  spot  on  the 
stage  most  propitious  to  their  voices,  and  so 
intriguing  as  to  place  their  comrades  in  such 
positions  as  would  compel  them  to  sing  into 
the  wings. 

Mr.  Conried  followed  Mr.  Grau  in  letting  me 
choose  whatever  new  opera  I  might  wish  to 
add  to  my  repertoire.  When,  therefore,  he  of- 
fered me  "Butterfly,"  I  begged  him  to  produce 
"Iris"  by  Mascagni  instead,  and  he  gave  way 
gracefully. 

I  had  seen  and  studied  the  score  of  "Iris," 
and  although  the  story  was  not  without  its 
painful  moments,  it  was  so  exquisitely  po- 
etic and  so  consistently  Japanese — which 
"Butterfly"  is  not — that  I  knew  I  could  make 
something  of  it.    I  also  felt  that,  as  it  entailed 
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a  minimum  of  action,  it  would  be  an  excellent 
medium  for  a  demonstration  of  my  theory  that 
thought,  clearly  directed,  has  a  greater  power 
of  moving  an  audience  than  any  theatricality 
of  gesture. 

As  I  knew  that  the  interpretation  of  such  a 
role  as  Iris  must  be  preceded  by  a  minute  study 
of  Japanese  gesture,  costume  and  attitude,  I 
appealed  to  Madame  Waddington,  and  she  was 
kind  enough  to  make  an  appointment  for  me 
with  the  Japanese  ambassador  in  order  that  I 
might  ask  him  to  direct  me  to  some  one  who 
could  instruct  me  in  all  matters  Nipponese. 
He  told  me,  to  my  delight,  that  the  greatest  of 
Japanese  actresses,  Sada  Yacco — whom  I  re- 
membered having  met  in  Boston  years  before 
when  her  company  was  making  its  first  Ameri- 
can tour — was  living  in  Paris  at  that  time,  and 
studying  the  Occidental  theater  and  its  meth- 
ods, so  as  to  be  able  to  introduce  them  later 
into  the  new  theater  then  being  built  at  Tokyo ; 
and  that  undoubtedly  she  would  have  ample 
time  to  help  me  should  she  be  willing  to  do 
so.  He  invited  her  to  the  Embassy  to  meet 
me,  and  at  the  same  time  put  one  of  the  secre- 
taries at  my  disposal  as  interpreter.  It  turned 
out   that   Sada   Yacco   remembered   me    per- 
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fectly,  and  was  most  amiable  and  delighted 
to  help  me. 

I  went  several  times  to  her  charming  little 
place  in  the  Villa  Montmorency,  where  she 
had  quite  a  household,  which  was  ruled  by  sev- 
eral perfectly  enchanting  little  sleeve  dogs,  or 
papillons,  as  they  are  called  here.  During  my 
visits  to  her  she  illustrated,  at  my  request,  the 
various  emotions  I  was  called  upon  to  express 
in  "Iris/'  and  as  she  did  so  I  studied  her  every 
attitude,  her  every  movement,  or  lack  of  move- 
ment, and  registered  her  Oriental  atmosphere. 

The  role  was  permitted  hardly  any  gestures, 
every  effect  being  by  the  attitude  of  the  body, 
and  every  emotion  conveyed  by  the  voice  and 
its  inflections.  In  the  scene  where  her  father 
accuses  Iris  unjustly  and  bespatters  her  with 
mud,  she  has  to  stand  motionless  upon  a  little 
table  where  her  lover  has  placed  her  the  better 
to  admire  her,  the  expression  of  her  face  and 
the  attitude  of  her  body  alone  giving  any  indi- 
cation of  her  breaking  heart.  And  the  final 
scene  depends  wholly  upon  the  expressiveness 
of  the  voice  as  she  sings  her  last  phrases  from 
the  darkness  of  the  drain  in  which  she  has 
thrown  herself  to  die. 

Sada  Yacco  lent  me  her  dresses  and  even 
her  obis — an  obi  is  a  sacred  treasure  to  a  Jap- 
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anese  woman — in  order  that  I  might  have 
them  copied  in  my  size  by  Madame  Landolf, 
of  whom  I  have  previously  spoken.  She  also 
allowed  me  to  dress  and  undress  her  endless 
times  as  though  she  were  a  doll,  so  that  I 
might  learn  to  tie  the  obi  as  do  the  Japanese. 

My  costumes,  when  they  were  completed, 
were  Oriental  to  the  last  detail.  Each  gar- 
ment was  tied  with  strings,  and  there  was 
nothing  so  European  as  a  button  or  snap  or 
hook  and  eye  on  one  of  them.  I  chose  my  doll 
with  the  idea  of  its  making  me  look  smaller 
without  at  the  same  time  buying  one  that 
would  seem  strikingly  larger  than  the  average. 
Proportion  in  everything  always  was  my  aim. 
Also,  singing  the  opera  as  I  did  with  Caruso 
and  Scotti,  who  were  large  men,  helped  me  to 
look  little.  Both  these  artists  were  superla- 
tive in  their  roles. 

Sada  Yacco  even  made  me  up  so  that  I 
might  correct  the  lines  of  my  own  face  and  yet 
give  it  the  Japanese  cast  of  features.  This 
make-up  I  changed  later  in  one  item.  She  had 
painted  my  face  a  blue  white,  which  is  all  very 
well  for  a  dark  skin,  but  looks  ghastly  on  a 
fair  one.  Instead  of  the  blue  white,  I  used  a 
very  dark  cream  color.  My  eyes  and  nose 
were  painted  in  such  a  way  as  to  make  my 
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eyes  seem  smaller  and  my  nose  flattened,  and 
my  whole  appearance  was  so  changed  by  the 
make-up  and  costumes  that  my  mother  told 
me  it  was  only  when  I  turned  full  profile  to  the 
audience  that  she  was  able  to  recognize  me. 

After  I  had  appeared  in  this  role  I  had  many 
letters  from  Japanese  people  thanking  me  for 
giving  such  a  correct  and  consistent  portrayal 
of  a  real  Japanese  maiden. 

It  was  this  winter  that  I  lost  my  most  be- 
loved little  dog,  Peeny.  I  was  singing  in 
"Dona  Anna/'  which  was  a  new  addition  to 
my  repertoire  that  year,  and  although  Mah- 
ler, who  conducted,  was  most  kind  and  under- 
standing, I  took  no  joy  in  the  performance,  nor 
did  I  give  it  the  strength  and  authority  which 
I  could  otherwise  have  brought  to  it.  My 
treasured  little  companion  was  dying  on  the 
night  of  the  first  performance,  and  I  was  quite 
heartbroken  at  the  thought  of  her  imminent 
loss.  Only  those  who  have  the  real  love  and 
understanding  of  animals  can  realize  how  my 
grief  overwhelmed  me. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  season  Mr.  Conried 
resigned,  his  health  having  broken  down,  and 
the  administration  of  the  Metropolitan  Opera 
Company  was  put  provisionally  in  the  hands 
of  Mr.  Dippel. 
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Among  the  many  candidates  considered  for 
Mr.  Conried's  post  were  several  of  the  local 
managers  in  cities  which  the  company  had  vis- 
ited on  its  annual  spring  tours.  But  a  certain 
small  clique  among  the  box-holders  were  de- 
termined to  bring  to  the  Metropolitan  Gatti- 
Casazza  and  Toscanini,  who  had  unquestion- 
ably been  most  successful  in  their  administra- 
tion at  La  Scala  in  Milan. 

However,  in  spite  of  the  record  these  two 
Italians  had  made  at  La  Scala,  I  felt  that  with 
their  different  ideas  and  psychology  they 
would  destroy  everything  that  Maurice  Grau 
and  Conried  had  labored  so  hard  to  build  up, 
and  that  whatever  practical  or  commercial 
good  might  come  of  their  regime  would  be  off- 
set by  the  change  in  operatic  ideals. 

Therefore,  while  their  engagement  was  still 
hanging  fire,  I  went  to  Pierpont  Morgan  and 
begged  him  to  use  his  influence  to  keep  intact 
the  fine  traditions  established  by  Maurice  Grau 
at  the  Metropolitan,  and  to  see  that  the  direc- 
tion of  the  Company  was  put  in  the  hands  of 
some  one  who  had  watched  the  growth  of  the 
Metropolitan  and  knew  and  understood  and 
respected  these  traditions.  He  was  most 
charming,  and  told  me  that  he  would  do  every- 
thing in  his  power  to  carry  out  my  wishes 
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provided  I  was  going  to  remain  with  the  Com- 
pany. But  I  told  him  that  I  felt  I  was  getting 
to  the  end  of  my  career  and  that,  although  Mr. 
Dippel,  who  was  empowered  to  make  con- 
tracts, had  asked  me  to  sign  for  three  more 
years,  I  had  refused,  partly  because  I  believed 
that  the  time  for  my  retirement  was  near,  and 
partly  because  I  knew  that,  should  Gatti-Ca- 
sazza  become  director  of  the  opera,  I  should 
never  be  able  to  endure  the  atmosphere  he  and 
Toscanini  would  bring  with  them.  When  Mr. 
Morgan  learned  that  I  had  no  intention  to  re- 
main longer  than  one  more  year  with  the  Com- 
pany, he  declared  himself  too  busy  to  bother 
with  affairs  at  the  Metropolitan. 

My  attitude  towards  the  Gatti-Casazza- 
Toscanini  combination  was  not  born  of  an  idle 
whim  or  any  personal  animosity,  but  of  a  per- 
fect understanding  of  Italian  operatic  ideals 
and  the  attitude  of  those  in  power  towards  the 
artists.  In  Italy,  singers  are  knocked  about 
like  dogs — indeed,  the  slang  phrase  for  them 
is  "cane,"  and  the  house  of  rest  and  retreat 
Verdi  in  his  will  provided  for  them  in  Milan 
is,  in  Italian,  called  the  "House  of  Dogs." 
Their  social  status  is  that  of  mummers  of 
Shakespeare's  time;  a  few  years  ago  the  son 
of  one  of  the  greatest  Italian  singers  who  ever 
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lived  and  who  was  worshiped  in  America, 
begged  to  be  taken  away  from  the  school  in 
which  his  father  had  placed  him,  saying  he 
could  not  endure  the  brutal  contempt  with 
which  his  comrades  treated  him  because  his 
father  was  an  opera  singer. 

In  addition  to  their  belief  that  artists  belong 
to  a  lower  order  of  beings,  the  Italians  do  not 
feel  that  intellect  or  education,  even  musical 
education,  is  necessary  to  the  singer.  One  of 
the  greatest  of  the  Italian  singers — a  natural 
and  instinctive  operatic  interpreter — does  not 
read  a  note  of  music,  does  not  own  one  score 
of  an  opera,  and  has  been  taught  all  his  roles 
by  ear!  Therefore,  as  they  are  supposed  to 
have  neither  intellect  nor  nerves  nor  feelings, 
they  are  regarded  as  pawns  in  the  operatic 
game  by  the  Gatti-Casazzas.  They  are  called 
upon  to  rehearse  at  any  and  all  hours;  they 
are  turned  on  and  off  like  talking-machine 
records;  and  great  interpretative  art — except 
in  the  case  of  a  miracle  singer  like  Caruso — 
is  not  born  of  such  conditions. 

In  Italy — I  am  speaking  now  of  the  nine- 
ties and  early  nineteen-hundreds — a  well- 
rounded  characterization  in  which  brains, 
musical  feeling  and  imagination  played  as  im- 
portant parts  as  vocal  accomplishments,  in- 
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stinct  and  purely  elemental  expression,  was  the 
greatest  exception  and  never  expected  except 
in  rare  cases. 

The  reason  "Tosca"  is  such  a  rest  to  an  artist 
who  is  a  conscientious  singing  actress  is  be- 
cause it  is  written  for  the  instinctive  singers 
of  the  Italian  school,  and  its  intention  and  ap- 
peal are  elemental.  But  the  French  school, 
of  which  we  were  exponents,  as  well  as  the 
classic  German  school,  demanded  more  than 
a  natural  voice  and  temperament.  They  de- 
manded artistic  distinction.  And  incidentally, 
the  Italian  singers  who  came  to  the  Metro- 
politan under  Grau  either  acquired  this  dis- 
tinction, not  only  of  interpretation  but  of 
appearance,  dress  and  deportment,  or  else  they 
fell  out. 

The  reason  Gounod  refused  to  accept  the 
Italian  singer  chosen  by  Gaillard  as  his  Juliet 
in  1889  was  because  she  did  not  have  this  qual- 
ity, and  therefore  could  not  be  as  one  with  the 
French  singers  with  whom  she  would  be  called 
upon  to  appear. 

It  is  true  that  the  French,  in  their  insistence 
upon  this  aristocratic  tradition  of  artistry, 
sometimes  leaned  a  little  backwards.  They 
sacrificed  pure  vocal  beauty  to  diction  or  the 
clearness  of  the  words.    Especially  before  the 
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War,  the  French  method  of  voice  production 
gave  a  tone  that  sounded  a  little  pinched  and 
hard,  at  least  to  our  ears.  In  the  last  two  or 
three  years,  since  my  return  to  Paris,  I  have 
been  both  amazed  and  delighted  to  notice  a 
change  for  the  better  in  vocal  production  and 
generosity  of  tone,  particularly  at  the  Opera 
Comique,  without,  however,  sacrificing  the 
clearness  of  diction. 

The  summer  following  my  audience  with 
Pierpont  Morgan  I  learned  that  the  Italians, 
Gatti-Casazza  and  Toscanini,  had  been  defi- 
nitely engaged;  and  knowing  I  could  not  do 
myself  justice  under  the  conditions  and  atmos- 
phere they  would  create  about  them,  upon 
my  return  to  America  in  the  autumn  I  quietly 
told  the  reporters  who  met  me  at  the  pier,  that 
it  would  be  my  last  season.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  even  under  the  most  favorable  conditions 
I  was  finding  it  increasingly  difficult  to  gather 
strength  for  my  public  appearances. 

Almost  immediately  after  I  had  announced 
my  intention,  Madame  Sembrich  made  the 
same  announcement  with  regard  to  herself. 
She  organized  a  big  farewell  at  the  opera  and 
her  devoted  friends  and  admirers  gave  her  a 
sumptuous  farewell  dinner,  at  which  I  was 
glad  to  be  present  and  to  add  my  tribute  of 
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homage  to  a  great  artist,  musician  and  treas- 
ured friend. 

In  my  contract  I  had  stipulated  that  I  should 
have  three  performances  of  "Iris"  that  last 
season,  but  Toscanini  refused  to  conduct  it  or 
permit  it  to  be  presented  again.  Naturally, 
this  was  a  great  disappointment  to  me,  but  as 
it  was  my  last  year  I  did  nothing  to  force  the 
issue. 

Gatti-Casazza  declared  my  contract  to  be  a 
constant  stumbling-block  in  his  path.  I  re- 
torted that  it  was  the  only  definite  and 
orderly  thing  in  his  administration,  which,  by 
the  way,  was  ruled  entirely  by  the  tempera- 
ment of  that  great  conductor  Toscanini.  As 
an  operatic  conductor  he  left  much  to  be  de- 
sired by  comparison  with  such  great  ones  as 
Seidl  and  Mancinelli.  He  was  charming  and 
amiable,  and  rehearsed  at  the  piano  with  me, 
taking  all  my  shades  and  intentions.  Once 
before  the  public,  however,  the  opera  was  his 
and  his  alone.  He  had  such  a  marvelous  and 
exact  memory  that  he  could  reproduce  always 
what  he  had  heard  one  do  at  any  one  par- 
ticular rehearsal,  and  only  that.  He  detached 
himself  from  us  thereafter  and  interpreted  his 
opera,  even  singing  with  us  so  loudly  that  one 
heard  him  on  the  stage. 
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Even  to  such  as  ourselves,  who  had  an  abso- 
lute respect  for  the  music  as  it  was  written,  he 
allowed  no  margin  for  the  emotion  of  the  mo- 
ment, and  his  conducting  was  not  an  accom- 
paniment but  a  stone  wall  of  resistance  to  any 
personality  but  his  own.  This  is  all  very  well 
in  a  symphony  conductor,  but  does  not  make 
for  the  ease  and  freedom  necessary  for  the  in- 
terpretation of  those  who  have  anything  really 
to  give  and  the  authority  to  communicate  it. 
Caruso  and  I  discussed  this  and  he  was  abso- 
lutely in  accord  with  me  in  regard  to  these 
reasons  for  the  difficulty  of  singing  with  Tos- 
canini. 

Under  Gatti-Casazza's  rule,  one  knew  hardly 
from  one  day  to  the  next  when  one  would  be 
called  upon  to  sing.  It  was  quite  evident  that 
the  Italian  combination  not  only  believed  that 
one  lived  in  the  theater  like  the  janitor,  but 
that  one  could  be  turned  on  and  off  at  will,  an 
attitude  which  obviously  did  not  make  for  the 
comfort  of  an  artist  accustomed  to  the  order 
and  balance  maintained  in  the  organization  by 
Maurice  Grau  and  his  successor,  Mr.  Conried. 

The  lack  of  a  logical  system  on  the  part  of 
the  new  management  was  a  source  of  great 
annoyance  to  me  for  two  reasons.     First,  no 
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matter  how  many  times  I  had  sung  a  role,  and 
no  matter  how  many  years  it  had  been  a  suc- 
cessful part  of  my  repertoire,  I  never  wanted 
to  present  it  without  going  over  it  carefully 
the  day  preceding  its  performance.  Second, 
certain  operas  tired  me  more  than  others.  It 
was  easier,  for  instance,  for  me  to  sing  the 
"Nozze  di  Figaro"  followed  by  "Aida,"  than  it 
was  to  sing  "Aida"  succeeded  by  the  "Nozze 
di  Figaro."  These  two  simple  things  make  all 
the  difference  in  the  world  in  the  merit  of  a 
performance.  But  sequence  was  a  thing  im- 
possible to  foresee  or  control  under  the  new 
direction. 

However,  I  said  nothing,  as  it  was  my  last 
season,  although  I  do  not  believe  that  any  one 
realized  I  meant  what  I  said  when  I  stated  that 
I  was  not  returning. 

When  I  had  announced  my  imminent  retire- 
ment, Dr.  Jacoby,  who  had  seen  me  through  so 
much  illness,  begged  me  to  reconsider  my  de- 
cision and  to  go  on  with  my  career  even  if  I 
left  the  Metropolitan,  saying  that  the  idea  of 
my  retiring  at  forty-three  was  not  only  absurd, 
but  that  I  would  find  inactivity  maddening 
after  my  busy  life. 

In  a  way  he  was  right,  as  the  break  with  the 
work  of  a  lifetime  proved  an  almost  unbearable 
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one  to  me.  A  career  is  a  wonderful  and  ter- 
rible thing.  If  one  thought  of  the  pain,  the 
frustration,  the  discontent,  "divine"  though  it 
may  be,  one  would  feel  the  game  of  such  a  life 
not  worth  the  candle.  But  the  joy  of  accom- 
plishment more  than  outweighs  such  draw- 
backs. The  sense  of  exaltation  and  expansion 
that  follows  the  establishment  of  a  perfect 
vibration  between  an  artist  and  his  public, 
brings  one  nearer  heaven  than  anything  else  on 
earth.  The  vibrations  of  a  grande  passion  are 
the  only  ones  that  can  be  compared  with  it, 
but  these,  alas!  are  shared  with  another  and 
dependent  upon  that  other;  the  artistic  pas- 
sion frees  one,  and  is  therefore  complete  and 
infinitely  more  satisfactory. 

When  I  have  said  in  these  pages  that  I  re- 
garded singing  as  an  adjunct,  I  did  not  mean 
to  convey  that  singing  was  not  a  great  joy  to 
me.  It  was.  Often,  and  especially  after 
months  of  imposed  silence,  the  mere  sound  of 
my  voice  and  the  sensation  of  its  vibrations 
in  my  throat,  moved  me  \o  choking  tears, 
happy  tears.  No,  my  leaving  the  stage  was 
not  an  easy  thing. 

One  day,  not  long  ago,  I  was  speaking  of 
this  retirement  and,  without  realizing  what  I 
had  said  until  my  attention  was  called  to  it, 
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I  stated,  not,  "I  stopped  singing  in  1909,"  but, 
"I  died  in  1909." 

Every  artist  dies  twice,  and  the  first  time, 
the  death  of  one's  activities,  is  the  most  pain- 
ful. I  realized  this  for  the  first  time  after  my 
breakdown  just  succeeding  the  "Tosca"  re- 
vival, when  it  suddenly  came  to  me  that  my 
only  source  of  real  happiness  lay  in  my  career. 

But  I  had  made  a  resolution  early  in  life  not 
to  continue  singing  in  opera  after  I  was  forty. 
I  knew  that  my  voice  and  my  whole  tempera- 
ment were  suited  to  the  interpretation  of  ro- 
mantic, lyric,  poetic,  young  heroines,  and 
therefore,  when  I  was  forty-three  and  a  half 
years  old,  I  retired. 

To  continue  at  the  Metropolitan  under  the 
Italian  regime  would  have  been  impossible  to 
one  of  my  artistic  ideals;  to  seek  new  fields  at 
my  age  of  fixed  habits  would  have  been  to 
court  disaster — the  very  thought  of  it  chilled 
me;  to  confront  and  win  a  new  public  would 
have  been  an  effort  beyond  my  strength;  to 
repeat  myself  in  operas  that  I  had  brought  to 
the  highest  degree  of  development  of  which 
I  was  capable  would  have  been  an  anti-climax, 
and  would  have  ended  by  boring  me;  to  under- 
take any  of  the  heavier  roles  of  the  Wagnerian 
repertoire  I  had  proved  beyond  the  shadow  of 
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a  doubt  would  have  been  beyond  my  powers. 
Therefore,  the  logical  moment  had  come  for 
me  to  say  good-by,  when  my  public  had  only 
my  successes  to  remember.  If  I  had  gone  on 
they  would  regretfully  have  said — as  they  have 
of  others — "How  lovely  she  was.  What  a  pity 
she  did  not  retire  sooner."  Now  I  have  no 
regrets,  as  I  brought  my  career  to  a  close  at 
its  apogee. 

During  the  last  years  of  my  operatic  career 
and  after  the  success  of  my  big  concert  tour, 
I  always  sang  a  few  concerts  each  spring  and 
autumn  succeeding  and  preceding  the  opera 
season.  Emilio  de  Gogorza  was  often  engaged 
to  sing  with  me,  as  our  duets  had  given  so 
much  pleasure  on  our  first  tour.  On  one  of 
these  concert  tours  we  inaugurated  the  beau- 
tiful Temple  of  Arts  at  Bar  Harbor. 

My  last  performance  at  the  Metropolitan 
was  in  "Tosca."  Those  were  the  days  when 
one  received  twenty-five  curtain  calls,  and  the 
lights  had  to  be  put  out  in  order  to  prevail 
upon  the  people  to  leave  the  house.  That 
night,  my  last,  the  audience  was  one  of  the 
most  demonstrative  of  that  enthusiastic  period, 
and  at  the  end  of  the  performance  demanded  a 
speech  of  me.    And  it  was  then  I  told  them: 

"I  wish  to  tell  you  that  this  is  the  last  time 
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I  shall  sing  for  you.  But  before  I  go  I  want 
to  thank  you  for  all  you  have  done  to  help  me 
to  do  better  work  and  make  the  best  of  myself, 
to  thank  you  for  your  inspiration  and  for  the 
fact  that  I  have  felt  that  you  loved  me  and  de- 
lighted in  my  success.    Good-by!" 


The  End 
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